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■''T^HE compiler’s object in the present volume has 
been to bring together the best of those poems 
and passages by English writers which deal more or 
less thoughtfully and reflectively with the phenomena 
ot tree and ftower. 'Nature has 'charms not only ot 
form and colour, but of moral suggestivcncss, and 
the compiler has thought that there would be many 
who would be glad to find collected in one book the 
cream of the poetry in which the lessons,,of Nature 
are set forth, either statedly or by implication. 

The compiler does not profess to have included 
every available poem and passage, but^she trusts that 
slic has made a selection which will approve itself to 
the public and the critics. Her thanks are due to 
those numerous authors and publishers who have so 
kindly permitted the reproduction of the -many copy- 
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PREFACE. 




right pieces in tlic -v oiume. E\ ery care has been taken 
to seuire correctness in the pnnting of the text, the 
arrangement of which is mainly chronological ; whilst 
indexes of contents, of w riters, and of first lines have 
been supplied, with a \ien to facility of reference. 
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FiSWERS 3ffl BEMgiAi. 


iSoimet isof. 

S WEET is the Rose, but gro^^s upon a breic . 

Sweet is the Juniper, but sharp his bough : 
Sweet is the Eglantine, but pricketh near ; 

Sweet is the Fir-bloom, but his branch is rough j 
Sweet is the Cypress, but his rind is tough ; 

Sw'eet is the Nut, but bitter is his pill ; 

Sweet is the Broom-flower, But yet sour enough : 
And sw'eet is Moly, but his root is ill. 

So every sweet with sour is tempered still, j 
That maketh it be coveted the more : 

For easy things, that may be got at will, 

Most sorts of men do set but little store. 

Why then should I account of little pain. 

That endless pleasure shall unto me gain I 

Edmund Spensu'r 
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from “Xrbc ffacrie Qucenc.” 

COOK II CWTO M. 

B ehold, O man * that toilsome pains dost 
take, 

The Powers, the fields, and all that pleasaunt grows. 
How they themselves do thine ensample make. 
Whiles nothing envious nature them forth throw s 
Out of her fruitful lap ; how no man knows, 

'rhey spring, they bud, they blossom fresh and fair, 
And deck the world w ith their rich pompous show s . 
Yet no man for them taketh pains or care. 

Yet no man to them can his careful pains compare. 

Edmukd Spensek 


ffroin Sonnet Ijjis. 

H e only fair, and what he fair hath made ; 

All other fair, like Powers, untimely fade 

ED’SttJXD SPHNStR. 
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from “Sfccnbes.” 

T hou know’st l)y Neptune’s temple close their 
grows 

A sacred garden, where e\ery flower blows. 

Here blushing roses, there the lilies white, 

Here hyacinth, and there narcissus bright : 

And underneath, the creeping violets show 
That sweetness oft delights to dwell below : 

Vaulted above w'ith thousand fragrant trees 
And under pav’d with shamefast strawberries, 

Which, creeping low, do sweetly blushing tell, 

That fairest pleasantest fniits do humblest dwell. 

PHiMc^ts Fletcher. 


Sonnet. 

L ook how’ the flower which lingeringly dotli 
fade. 

The morning’s darling late, the summer’s queen. 
Spoiled of that juice which kept it fresh and green, 
As high as it did raise, bow'S low the head ; 

Right so my life, contentments being dead, 

Or in their contraries but onlj seen. 

With sw'ifter speed declines than eist it Sjiread, 

And blasted, scarce now' shows what it hath been. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 




As doth the pilgrim therefore, whom the night 
Hastes darkl) to imprison on his n'ay, 

Think on thy home, my soul, and think aright, 

Of what j et rests thee of life’s wasting day : 

Thy sun posts uestuard, passed is thy mom. 

And tnice it is not given thee to be bom. 

\Vn LIAM Drummokd. 


XEo asiossoins. 

F air pledges of a fruitful tree, 
ll'hy do 3e fall so fast? 

A'our date is not so past, 

But j ou may stay yet here a-whik , 

To blush and gently smile : 

And go at last. 

What, u ere ye born to be 

An hour or halPs delight ; 

And so to bid good-night? 

'Tuas pity Nature brought ye forth. 
Merely to show your worth. 

And lose you quite. 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
"May read how soon things have 
, 'nieir end, thougk ne’er so brave : 


FLOM^K/iS IN GENERAL. 



And after they have shown their pride, 

Like you, a-while ; — ^they glide 
Into the grave. 

ROBKRl Hkrrick. 


jfroin ''trransIateD out of 3Fi*encft.” 

F ade, flowers, fade ; nature will have it so : 

’Tis but what we must in our autumn do ! 
And, as your leaves lie quiet on the ground, 

Tlie loss alone by those that lov’d them found : 

So in the grave shall we as quiet lie. 

Miss’d by some few, who lov’d our company. 

EnMTJKD Waixer. 


m*an 0 latfou from fTbeociitus, 


T he rose is fragrant, but it fades in time ; 

The \ iolet sweet, but quickly'past the prime 
White lilies hang their heads, and soon decay. 

And whiter snow in minutes melts aw'ay : 

Such is your blooming youth, and withering so. 


JOHJf Dryden. 



FLOWER AL’D LF AF. 


3fvom “ IDanbrugb’s Ibousc." 

S o chemists boast thej ha^ e a power 
¥rom the dead ashes of a flower 
Some faint resemblance to produce, 

But not the virtue. 

JONATHAN" SWin. 


flowers. 

L et sages wih superfluous pains, 

The leann-d page devour ; 

While Flotio better knowledge drains 
From each insttjcuve flow’r. 

His fav’rite Rose h,s fear alarms, 

All opening to tl.g gun; 

Like vain coquettes spread their charms, 
And shine, to be jmJone. 

The Tulip, gaudj in^ 

And made for show, 

In every sense, may ^ express 
The glittering, empty , 
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The Snow-drop first but peeps to light, 

And fearful shows its head ; 

Thus modest merit shines more bright, 

By self-distrust misled. 

The Auric’Ja, t\hich thro’ labour rose, 

Yet shines complete by art, 

The force of education shows ; 

How much it can impart. 

He marks the Sensitive’s nice fit ; 

Nor fears he to proclaim, 

If each man’s darling vice were hit, 

That he would ad the same. 

Beneath each common hedge, he views 
The Violet, with care ; 

Hinting we should not worth refuse. 

Although w e find it there. 

\ 

The Tuberose that lofty springs, 

Nor can support its height. 

Well represents imperious kings. 

Grown impotent by might. 

Fragrant, tho’ pale, the Lily blows : 

To teach the female breast, " 

How \ irtue can its sweets disclose 
In all comificxions drest * 

Akthony Whjstixp, 


i- LOWER AND LEAF. 



3fi‘oin “ "(Ibe Seasons : Sumnier.” 

W HO can, unpitp'ng, see the flo;very race, 

Shed by the mom, their new-flushed bloom 
resign, 

Before the parching beam ? so fade the fair, 

WTien fevers revel tlirough their azure veins. 

James Thomson'. 


jfcom “'uibc Seasons: Hntumn.’' 

N ot a beauty blows. 

And not an opening blossom breathes, in^'a^n, 
James Thomson. 


ifi'om tbe “3£lcg^.” 

F ull many a flow er is bom to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Thomas Gray. 


Xio a 3Labs with some ipabiteb fflowcrs. 

F low ERS to the fair ; to you these flowers I 
bring, 

And strive to greet you with an earlier spring. 
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Flowa's sweet, and gay, and delicate like you ; 
Emblems of innocence, and beaut>'^ too. 

With flowers the Graces bind their yellow hair, 
And flonering irreaths consenting lovers wear. 
Flowers, the sole luxury winch nature knew, 

In Edeifls pure and guiltless garden grew. 

To loftier forms are rougher tasks assigned , 

The sheltering oak resists the stormy wind, 

The tougher yew' repels invaciing foes, 

And the tall pine for future navies grows : 

But this soft family to cares unknown, 

Were bom for pleasure and delight alone. 

Gay without toil, and lovely without art, 

They spring to cheer the sense and glad the heart 
Nor blush, my fair, to own you copy these ; 

Your best, your sweetest empire is — to please. 

Anna Letitia Barbauld 




jftoin “Mrftten at tbe Close of spiliig.” 

T he garlands fade that Spnng so lately w’ove; 

Each simple flower, which she had nursed in 
dew. 

Anemones, that spangled every grove. 

The primrose wan, and hare-bell raildlj' blue. ' 

No more shall violets linger in the dell, 

Or purple orchis variegate the plain, 
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Till Spring again shall call forth every bell. 

And dress with humid hands her wreaths again. 
Ah ' poor humanity ' so frail, so fair, 

Are the fond visions of thy early day, 

Till tyrant passion, and corrosive care, 

Bid all thy fairy colours fade away ! 

Another May new buds and flow ers shall bring ; 

Ah 1 why has happiness no second Spring? 

Charlotte Smith. 


fall tbe ^Leaves. 

F ast fail the leaves: this never sajs 

To that, “ Alas 1 how brief our da>s ' ” 
All have alike enjoyed the sun, 

And each repeats, “ So much is iLWr : 

Where vve are falling, millions more 
Have dropt, nor weep that life is o’er." 

Walter Savage LaNdor. 


3Fiel& iflowers. 

Y e field flowers I the gardens eclipse } ou, Tis true, 
Yet, wildings of Nature, I dote upon you, 

For je waft me to summers of old, 
fVhen the earth teem’d around me with fairy delight, 
And ’when daisies and buttercups gladden’d iny sight. 
Like treasures of silver and gold. 
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I love you for lulling me back into dreams 
Oftbe blue Highland mountains and echoing streams, 
And of birchen glades breathing their balm, 

While the deer was seen glancing in sunshine remote, 
And the deep mellow crash of the wood-pigeon's note 
iMade music tliat sweeten’d the calm. 


Not a pastoral song has a pleasanter tune 
Than j’e speak to my heart, little wildings of June: 

Of old ruinous castles ye tell, 

AVhere I thought it delightful your beauties to find) 
When the magic of Nature first breathed on my mind, 
And your blossoms were jjart of her spell. 

Even now wljat affections the violet awakes I 
Wiiat loved little islands, twice seen in their lakes, 

Can the -wild water-lily restore! 

What landscapes I read in tlie primrose’s looks. 

And what pictures of pebbled and minnowy brooks, ' ^ 

In the vetches that tangled their shore. 

Earth’s cultureless buds, to my heart ye were dear, 

Ere the fever of passion, or ague of fear. 

Had scathed my e.Kistence's bloom j 
Once I welcome you more, in life’s passionless stage, 
With the visions of youth to revisit my age, f 

And I wish you to grow on my tomb. 

, Thomas 'CAMrimia„ 
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IbBinn to tbe ^flowers. 

D AY-STARS! that ope your frounless eyes to 
t\rinkle 

From rainbow galaxies of earth’s creation, 

And den drops on her lonely altars sprmkle 
As a libation ; 

Ye matin worshippers ! who, bending lowly 
Before the uprisen sun, God’s lidless eye, 

Throw from your chalices a sweet and holy 
Iflcense on hfgJt ; 

Ye bright mosaics ! that witlr storied beauty. 

The floor of Nature’s temple tesselate, 

IMiat numerous emblems of instructive duty 
Your forms create ! 

’Neath cloistered boughs, each floral bell that swingeth, 
And tolls its perfume on the passing air, 
flakes Sabbath in the fields, and ever ringeth 
A call to prayer — 

"Not to the domes where crumbling arch and column 
Attest the feebleness of mortal hand, 

But to that fane, most catholic and solemn, 

^^^lich God hath planned ; 
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FLOWERS IN GENERAL. 

To that cathedral, boundless as our rvondei, 

Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon supplj . 
Its choirs the winds and waves — its organ thunder — 

Its dome the sky. 

There, as in solitude and shade I wander 

Through the green aisles, or, stretched upon the sod. 
Awed by the silence, reierently ponder 

The u ays of God, 

Your voiceless lips, O Flowers ! are living preachers, 
Each cup a pulpit, every leaf a book. 

Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers 

From loneliest nook 


Floral apostles 1 that m dewy splendour 
“ Weep without woe, and blush -without a crime ' 
0 may I deeply learn, and ne’er surrender 

Your lore sublime ! 

“ Thou wert not, Solomon ’ m all thy glory- 
Arrayed,” the lilies ciy-, “ in robes like ours , 

Hoiv vain your grandeur ' ah, how transitory 
Are human flowers 

In the sweet scented pictures, heavenly artist ’ 

With which thou paintest Nature’s w-ide-spread hall, 
What a delightful lesson thpu impartest 

Of love to all ! 



FWWLR AND LLAF. 

Not useless are ye, flo« ers ' though made for pleasure: 

Blooming o'er field and \rave, by day and night, 
From e: erj source 5 our sanction bids me treasure 
Harmless delight 

Cpliemenil sages ' u hat instructors hoary 
For such a world of thought could furnish scope ^ 
Each fading cal}\ a iiumento morl 

Yet fount of hope. 

Posthumous glones ' angel-like collection ' 

Upraised from seed or bulb interred in earth, 

Ye are to me a tyiie of resurrection 

And second buth. 

^Yere I in churchlcss solitudes remaining, 

Far from all 'voice of teachers and dhanes, 

My soul would find, in flowers of God’s ordaining, 
Priests, sermons, shrines 
Horace Smith. 


fflowcrs, 

D ear friend, love w ell the Flowers ! Flow ers a rc 
the sign 

Of Earth’s all gentle love, her grace, her jouth, 
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Her" endless, matchless, tender gratitude. 

When the sun smiles on thee, — why, thou art glad ; 
But when on Earth he snnieth, s/ie bursts forth 
In beauty like a bride, and gives him back. 

In sweet repayment for his warm bright love, 

A w'orld of flow’ers. You may see them bom 
On any day in April, moist or dry, 

As light as are the He.a%'ens that look on them ; 
Some sown like stars upon the greensward ; some 
As yellow as the sunrise ; others red 
As day is when he sets ; reflecting thus. 

In pretty w’oods, tire bounties of the sky. 

— And now, of all fair flowers, which lov’st thou best? 
The Rose^ She is a Queen, — ^more wonderful 
Than any who have bloomed on Orient tlirones : 
Saboean Empress ! in her breast, though small. 

Beauty and infinite Sweetness sweetly dwell. 

Inextricable. Or dost dare prefer 

The Woodbine, for her fragrant summer heath ? 

Or Primrose, who doth haunt tlie hours of Spring, 

A wood-nymph, brightening places lone and green ? 
Or Cowslip? or the virgin Violet, — 

That nun, who, nestling in her cell of leaves, 

Shrinks from the world in vain ? 


Yet, wherefore choose, when Nature doth not choose? 
Our mistress, oui preceptress, — Sl/e brings forth 
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Her Im'od'i with ecu's! care ; Im'c* a!l <■’!!!;" ; 

\ikI to the mcane-t .is the "reate'-t 

Her sunri\ ‘splcndf* irs ans! Isif fru.tfol r.■■Jn^ 

Lose (?// tlosNcrb, thin. I’e sure that s.’i-.doat i’.Ci 
In esei) leaf am! b!ooni ; o’er In!!-, and dale':. 

And Ihym) mount.nns, ')lvan <-olitt!dt3 , 

Where sv. ect-s o.rcd n-atcra «in4 the lone; \ car ihtrtj^h ; 

In ever} hav.nl i)enc.ith the tteTn'il ti'rn 

Wiere Youth or Age sendi furtii its silent prajer. 

Or thoughtful Meditation deigns to str.is 

Rr\\\ V.Ai.irx I’KOcrri 


Spiiito flowers. 

T HEloselicst floss ers the closest cling to e.anh. 
And thej' first feel the sun • so siolcts blue, 
So the soft, st.'u'-like primrose, drenched in dess , 
The happiest of Spring’s h.appy fragrant birth 
Yo gentlest touches sweetest tones rcplj : 

Still humbleness, vsith her loss'-brcnthed soice. 
Can steal o’er man’s proud he.art, and as in his 
choice 

From e.arth to heaven with mightier witchery 
Th.-m eloquence or wisdom e’er could ow n. * 

Bloom on, then, in your shade, contented bloom, 
Sweet flowers, nor deem sourselses to all unknown. 
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Heaven knows you, by whose gales and dews ye thrive •, 
They know, who one day for their altered doom 
Shall thank you, taught by j-ou to abase themselves 
and live. 

John* Keble. 


®n tbc Sl0bt of Spilng. 

H ow sweet it us’d to be, when April first 

Unclos'd the arum-leaves, and into view 
Its ear-like spindling flowers their cases buist, 
Beting’d with yellowish white or lushy hue : 
Though manliood now with such has small to do. 
Yet I remember what delight was mine 
When on my Sunday walks I us’d to go, 
Flower-gathering tribes in childish bliss to join ; 
Peeping and searching hedge-row side or woods. 
When tliorns stain green with slow unclosing buds. 
Ah ! how delighted, humming on the time 
Some nameless song or tale, I sought the flowers 
Some rushy dyke to jump, or bank to climb. 

Ere I obtain’d them ; while from hasty showers 
Oft imder trees ue nestled in a ring, 

Culling our lords and ladies.” — O ye hours t , 

I never see the broad-leav’d arum spring 
Stained with spots of jet 5 I never see 
Those dear delights whicli April still does bring, 
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But memory’s tongue repeats it all to me. . ' 
I view her pictures with an anxious e)'e, 

I hear her stories with a pleasing pain ; 

Youth's wither’d flowers, alas ! ye make me sigh, 
To think in me ye'll never bloom again. 

John Claee. 


3f com “ H forest ibgmn.” 

T hat delicate forest fiow'er, 

IVith scented breath, and look so like a 
smile, 

Seems, as it issues from the shapeless mould, 

An emanation of the indwelling Life, 

A visible token of the upholding Love, 

That are the soul of this wide universe. 

W. C. Bkvani-. 

JSrtttG flowers. 

B ring flowers, young flowers, for the festal 
board, 

To wreathe the cup ere the n-ine is pour’d ; ■ 

Britigiiowers 1 they,are springing in wood and val^" 
Their bre.ath floats out on the southern gale,'-' , 

And the touch of .the sunbeam hath.wakedthe''rose, • 
To deck the -tall where the bright wiiie flows. ■- ' 
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Bring floweis to strew- in the conqueror’s path — 
tie hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrath ; 
He comes with the spoils of nations back, 

The vines lie crush’d in his chariot’s track ; 

TIte turf looks red where he won the day — 
Bring flowers to die in the conqueror’s way ! 


Bring flowers to the captiv e’s lonelj’ cell, 

They have tales of the joyous woods to tell ; 

Of the free blue sti earns, and the glowing sky. 

And the bright rvoild shut from his languid eye ; 
They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours, 
And a dream of his youth — bring him flowers, wild 
flowers! 


Bring flowers, fresh flow ers, for the bride to wear ! 
They were horn to blush in her shining hair. 

She is leaving the home of her childhood’s mirth, 
She has bid farewell to her fathei’s hearth, 

Her place is now- by another’s side — 

Bring flowers for the locks of the fair young bride! 

Bring flowers, pale flowers, o’er the bier to shed, 

A crown for the brow of the early dead 1 

For this through its leaves hatli the white rose burst, 

For this in the w-oods w-as the violet nurs'd. 

Though they smile in vain for what once was ours, 
They are love’s last gift— bring ye flowers, pale flowers ' 
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Bring fiofters to the shnne where we kneel in prayer, 
They are nature’s offering, their place is there 1 
They speak of hope to the fainting heart. 

With a \oice of promise they come and part, 

They sleep in dust through the wintry hours, 

They break forth i n glory — bring flow ers, bright flow'ers 1 

Fflicia D. Hemans. 


Ube fflower of tbe Siesert. 

art thou thus in thy beauty cast, 

' ’ 0 lonely, loneliest flow er ; 

Wierc the sound of song hath never pass’d 
From human hearth or bower? 

I pity thee, for thy heart of love. 

For that glownng heart, that fain 
Mould breathe out joy with each wind to rove— 
In vain, lost thing! in vain.' 

1 pity thee, for tiiy wasted bloom, 

^ For thy glory’s fleeting hour. 

For the desert place, thy bving tomb — 

0 lonely, loneliest flower ! 

1 said— but a low- voice made reply, 

“ lament not for the flow er ! 

Tliough its blossoms all unmark’d must die, 

1 hey have h-'d a glorious dower. 
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“Though it bloom afar from tliC minstrel’s wa}', 
And the paths where lovers tread ; 

Yet strength and hope, like an inborn day, 

By its odours hath been shed. 

“Yes 1 dews more sweet than ever fell 
O’er island of the blest, 

Were shaken forth, from its purple bell, 

On a suffering human breast. 


“A wanderer came, as a stricken deer, 

O’er the waste of burning sand. 

He bore the w ound of an Arab spear, 

He lied from a ruthless band. 

“ And dreams of home in a troubled tide, 

Swept o'er his darkening eje, 

As he lay down by the fountain side, 

In his mute despair to die. 

“ But his glance was caught by the desert’s flower. 
The precious boon of Heaven j 
And sudden hope, like a vernal showier. 

To his fainting heart was gi\en. 

“ For the bright flowei spoke of one above ; 

Of the presence felt to brood, 

With a spirit of perrading love, 

O’er the wildest solitude. 
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“ Oh ! The seed was thrown those wastes among, 
In a bless’d and gracious hour, 

For tlie lorn one rose rn heart made strong, 

By the lonely, loneliest flower ! ” 

rELici\ D. Hemaks. 


jflowccs of tbc iFtclD. 

F lowers of the field, how meet j-e seem 
Man’s frailty to pourtray ; 

Blooming so fair in morning’s beam, 

Passing at ere away. 

Teaclr this, and oh ' though brief you reign, 
Sweet flowers, yc shall not live in vain. 

Go, form a monitory wreath 
For youth’s unihinLing brow ; 

Go, and to busy manhood breathe 
What most he fears to know j 
Go. strew the path where age doth tread 
.Vnd tell him of the silent dead. 

But whilst to thoughtless ones and gay 
Ye breathe these truths sercre. 

To those who droop in pale decay 
Have y e no word of cheer > 

Oh yes, ye weave a double spell, 

And death and life betoken wdi. 
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Go then, where wrapt in fear'and gloom 
« Fond hearts and true are sighing, 

And deck with emblematic bloom 
The pillows of the dying ; 

And softly speak, nor speak in vain. 

Of your long sleep and broken chain. 

And say that He, who fiom the dust 
Recalls the slumbering flower, 

Will surely \ isit those who trust 
His mercy and His power ; 

" Will mark where sleeps their peaceful clay, 
And roll, ere long, the stone away. 

Mrs Hi y. 

3fai5e& flowers, 

F arewell, ye perish’d flowers 
That on the cold ground lie ; 

How gay ye smiled 
'hlid the brown wild, 

’Heath Summers painted sky ; — 

Pass’d hath your bloom away ; 

Your stalks are sere and bent ; 

^ i 

On the howling blast 
The rain sweeps past, 

From the dim firmament. 
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I think me of }Our priae, 

When ZephjT came with spring ; 
Then sigh to know 
^^*hat meek and woe 
A few brief months may bring. 
Emblems of human fate, 

Ye say — “Though bnght and fair 
Life’s morning be, 

It’s eve may see 
The clouds of grief and care 1'* 

In you 1 scan the fate 
Life’s sunniest hopes hate met. 
When Youth’s bright moon 
(Alas ! how soon ') 

In manhood’s twilight set — 

Yes 1 joy by joy decay’d 
As ye did fade, sweet blooms. 
Leaving behind 
Upon the wind. 

Awhile your soft perfumes. 

As Waned each blossom bright. 
So doom’d were to depart 
Ericnd after friend — 

And each to rend 
A fibre from the heart : 



flOV.TJ^'S IN CKATNAl. 

Grien spriisg siiall bid 
Yottr bought wtdi Idoofo be crown'd j 
Jkit alfts ; to Man, 

In cattSj*i< bdof 'vpan, 

Ko second Spring fOine> round \ 

\’e%] friends who domb I.ife's hill 
Together, long ngo, 

Are parted, tind 
"rheir fallierlmd 
No more ihcir pltces know ! 

We sec them not, nor hear them, 

Among the garden bowc-rt; ; 

They h.ive pass'd .aw.ry 
Jn bright dcciy, 

Like yon, yo perish'd flowers ! 

Ivtonm not — we meet ag.ain, 

Alihottgb we meet not here ; 

Turn ye above, . ’ 

Where Faith and I.ovc 
Taste Heaven's eternal year : — 

For though Time’s winter bows 
The grey he.ad to the clod, 

Dust goes to dust, 

But (as we trust) 

The spirit back to God ! 

David hlACnETit Moir. 



FLOV.'ER AKD LEAF. 




jfroiii “an Hpotbeofjls.” 

I HAVE a lo\e for flowers : 

Guess j-ou not wlij ? their roots are in the earth, 
And, vrhen the dead awake, or talk m sleep, 

These hear their thoughts and wnte them on their 
leares 

For hearen to look on ; and t'leir dews come down 
From the deep bosom of the blue, w hereon 
The spirits linger, sent by them perchance 
With blessings to their friends. Besides all night 
They are wride-waking, and the ghosts will pause, 
And breathe their thoughts upon them. 

T. L. BroDOES. 


from ‘“Eo a 'Catlb flower.” 

I X what delightful land, 

Sweet-scented flower, didst tliou attain thy birth? 
Thou art no offspring of the common earth, 

By common breezes fanned ' . . . , 

Tliy beauty makes rejoice 
My inmost heart. — know not how 'tis so, 
Quick-coming fancies thou dost make me know', , 
For fragrance is th} \oice. 
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, And still it comes to me 
In '^uiet night, and turmoil of the day, 
' Oke memory of friends gone far away, 
■ ’ Or, haply,, ceased to be, . . . 


. Thy leaves my memcry tell ’ ' 

Of sights, and scents, and sonnets that come again 
Like ocean’s murmurs, when the balmy strain. 

Is echoed in its shell 


The beauty of the sky, 

The jumhc of the weeds, the ieye 'thst siirs '• 
Wherever nature charms her worshippers, 

Are all by thee brought nigh, - 


I shall not soon forget 
What thou hast taught me in my solitude ; . 
My feelings have acquired a taste of good,- 
Sweet flower ! since first we met. 


.•Thou'bring’st unto the'soub 
A -blessing and a peace, inspiring thought i 
And'dost die goodness, arid the xioryer denote 
■ Of Hirii'who'.formed the , whole. s 


’ Wi1,i;iAM"AndKrson,‘ 
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Blossoms. 

I T is a lesson sad and true 
Of human life to me, 

To mark the sircllmg fruit push off 
The blossoms from the tree, — 

The siUer blossoms, ruby streak’d, 

That scent the summer air, 

'fhat gleam among the dark green leaves, 
And make a sunshine there ; 

The dew-drop’s fragrant dwelling-place 
Through all the gentle night ; 

The latticed window’s fairy screen 
From morning’s flush of light 

No wonder that the young bird sits 
Among the boughs and sings ; 

He finds companionship in them, — 
Soft-breathing lovely things ' 

No nonder that the fair child wreathes 
Their riches round her brow; 

They are themselves an emblem meet 
Of what that child is now. 
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Alas 1 like childhood’s thoughts they die — 
They drop— they fade away ; 

A week — a little week — and then 
The blossoms — where are they ? 

You tell me they make room for fruit, 

A more substantial store ; 

But often stolen ere 'tis ripe, 

Oft rotten at the core. 

1 do not lo\e the worthless gifts 
That bend our childhood down, 

And give us for our chaplet wreath 
Ambition's leaden crown ; 

I do not love the fmits that push 
Our flowery hopes away, — 

The silver blossoms, ruby streak’d, 

Ah ! dearer far are they 1 

Hknry GL.\ssroRD Bu.i~ 


Tto a TTGlitbcree) Zvee in Biinc. 

D ESOlJkTE tree ! why are thy branches bare ? 
What hast thou done 

To win strange winter from the summer air, 

Frost from the sun? 



ip 
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Thou wert not churlish in thy palmier j ears 
Unto the herd ; 

Tenderly s'as st thou shelter to the deer, 
Home to the bird 


j And e\er since, the earliest of the grove, 

j 1 hy smiles were gay, 

i Opening thy blossoms unh the haste of loi e 

i To the joung May. 

I 

i Then did the bees, and all the msect v\ mgs 

i Around thee gleam ; 

I Feaster and darling of the gilded thmgs 

j Th-t dwell i’ the beam. 

I 

j Thy libei'al course, poor prodigal, is sped , 

’ Hon lonely no ,v ’ — 

j How bird and bee, light parasites, have fled 

; The leafless bough ! 
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i “ Tell me. sad tree, why are thy branches bare ? ! 

* MTiat hast thou done j 

1 To win strange winter from tlie summer air. 

I Froat from the sun^’’ 

s 

I 

i " Xev er,’' reptied that forest-hermit lone, 

I {Old truth and endless ') 

[ “ Xever for evil done, but fortune flown, | 

I Arc we left friendless | 

, ! 
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jflowcrs. 

S PAKE full well, in language quaint and olden, 
One who dnelleth by the castled Rhine, 
^Yhen he called the flowers, so blue and golden, 
Stars, that in earth’s firmament do shine. 

Stars they are, wherein we read our history, 

As astrologers and seers of eld ; 

Yet not wrapped about with aw ful mt steiy. 

Like the burning stars, which they beheld. 


Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondious, 
God hath written on those stars above ; 

But not less in the bnght flowerets under us 
Stands the revelation of his love. 

Bright and glorious is that revelation. 

Written all over this great w orld of ours ; 
Making evident our own creation. 

In these stars of earth, — these golden flowers. 


And the Poet, faithful and far-seeing. 

Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a part 
Of the self-same, universal being, 

Which is throbbing in his brain and heart. 



Gorgeous flowerets in the sunlight shining, 
Blossoms flaunting in the ej e of day, 

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining, 
Buds that open only to decay ; 

Brilliant hopes, all u oven in gorgeous tissues, 
Flaunting gaily in the golden light ; 

Large desires, with most uncertain issues, 

Tender wishes, blossoming at night ! 

These in flowers and men are more than seeming 
WorLings arc tlicy of the self-same powers, 

’l^^lich the Poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Secth in himself and in the flowers. 

Everywhere about us are they glowing, 

Some like stars, to tell us Spring is born ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears o’erflowing. 
Stand like Ruth amid the golden corn; 

Not alone in Spring’s armorial bearing, 

And in Summer’s green emblazoned field, 

But in arms of brave old Autumn’s wearing, 

In the centre of his brazen shield j 

Not alone in meadows and gieen alleys, 

On the mountain top, and by the brink 

Of sequestered pools in woodland valleys. 

Where the slaves of nature stoop to drink ; 
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Noi alone in her vast dome of glory, 

Not on graves of bird and beast alone, 

But in old cathedrals, high and hoary', 

On the tombs of heroes, carved in stone ; 

In the cottage of the rudest peasant. 

In ancestral homes, whose cntmbling towers. 
Speaking of the Past unto the Present, 

Tell us of the ancient Games of Floners ; 

In all places, then, and in all seasons, 

Flowers expand their light and soul-like wings, % 
Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons. 

How akin they are to human things. 



t 

I Ami with child-like credulous affection . 
IVe behold their tender buds expand ; 
Emblems of our own great resurrection. 
Emblems of the bright and belter land. 



Henry Wadsworth LoNcrELLOw. 

~ tlbc IRcapcc aub tbc 3Flowcrs. 



T HE1G5 is a Reaper, whose name is Heath, 

' 'And, with his sickle keen, , , . /• 

He rcaps;the birarded graiii at a breath, 


And the fldwbrs.that grow between. 



i f 
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“ Shall I have nought that is fair? ” saith he ; 

“ Have nought but the bearded grain ? 

Though the breath of these floweis is sweet to me, 
I uill gi\’e them all back again.” 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kissed their drooping leaves j 

It was for the Lord of Paradise 
He bound them in his sheaves. 

“ My Lord has need of these flowerets gay,” 

The Reaper said, and smiled ; 

“ Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where He was once a child. 

“They shah ah bloom in fields of light, 
Transplanted by my care. 

And saints, upon their garments white, 

These sacred blossoms wear/’ 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain. 

The flowers she most did love j 

She knew she should find them all again 
In the fields of light above, 

O, not in cruelty, not in n-rath, 

Tlie Reaper came that day ; 

’Twas an angel visited the green earth. 

And took, the flowers away. ' 

H. W. Longfellow. 




ifalUiiD SLeavcs, 


P ALE symbols of our mortal end, 

Ye meet me on my way, 

IVliere thrushes coo, and streamlets w end, 
As if it still ivere May. 

Your merry dance with wind and light 
Your bridal green is gone , 

Ye come like farewells to the sight — 

Ye fall as from a throne. 

Cnsp leaves of brown, and red, and yellow, 
Ye can but fade away ; 

Ye ne’er will rise to meet your fellow 
Upon the fresh green spray. 


But fnends in Christ though fallen now, 
And in the churchyard sleeping. 

Will blossom yet on Life’s spring bough, 
And glor)' end their w eeping. 

Adown the stream I see jou going. 
Here spattered with the foam, 

And there, on waters scarcely flowing, 
Ye rest as if at home. 
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A dream comes over me in calm 
Of trees tliat never fade, 

Of leaves that shed a healing balm, 

Of skies that never shade. 

Our days are dropping like the leaves — 

Our trees ^vill soon be bare ! 

For shorter are our summer eves, 

And colder is the air. 

And yet the orchard fruit grows mellow j 
As dow'n the leaves are winging — 

Crisp leaves of brown, and red, and yellow, 

I hear the reapers singing. 

WhaJ^. thert. of all our leaves beref^. 

AVhen reaping angels come, 

If autumn’s golden fruit be left — 

Their joyous harvest home ! 

J Aires Ballantine. 


3fconi “B 3f tower in a Xettcr.” 

R ed roses, used to praises long, 

Contented with the poet’s song, 
The nightingale’s being over : 

And lilies white, prepared to touch 
The whitest thought, nor soil it much. 

Of dreamer turned to lover. 
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Beep violets you liken to 
The kindest eyes that look on you, 
Without a thought disloyal : 
And cactuses, a queen might don, 
If weary of a golden crown 
And still appear as royal. 


Pansies for ladies all ! I wis 
That none who wear such brooches, miss 
A jewel in the mirror ; 

And tulips, children love to stretch 
Their lingers down, to feel in each 
Its beauty’s secret nearer. 


Love's language may be talked with these ; 
To work out choicest sentences, 

No blossoms can be mecter, — 

And. such being used in Eastern bowers. 
Young maids may wonder if the flowers 
Or meanings be the sweeter. 


. And such , being strea-n before a bride, 

' Her little foot may tinn aside, 

.Their longer bloom decreeing ; , 
'Unless some Voict's whispered sound 
- Should make.her gaje npon the grotmd 
■ ' 'Too caincstly — .for Seeing. . 
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And such being scattered on a gra\ e, 
Whoever mourneth there, may have 
A type that seemeth worthy 
Of a fair body hid below, 

■Which bloomed on earth a time ago, 
Then perished as the earthy. 


And such being meathed for worldly feast, 
Across the brimming cup some guest 
Their rainbow colours viewing, 

May feel them, — with a silent start, — 

Tlie covenant, his childish iJOiirt 
With nature made, — renewing. 

E. B. Browning. 


fi'otn “JSalbeih” 

I 

T here grew a lowly flower by Eden-gate 

Among the tliomsand thistles. High the palm 
Branched o’er her, and imperial by her side 
Upstood the sunburnt Lily of the oast. 

The goodly gate swung oft with many gods 
Going and coming, and the spice-winds blew 
iMusic and murmurings, and paradise 
Welled over and enriched the outer wild. 



< 


jii FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Then the palm trembled fast-bound by the feet, 
And the impenal Lily bon ed her domi 
With yearning, but they could not enter in 

The lonly flon er she looked up to the palm 
And lily, and at eve was full of dews, 

And hung her head and wept and said, “Ah these 
Are tall and fair, and shall I enter in ? ” 

There came an angel to the gate at even, 

A weary angel, with dishevelled hair; 

For he had wandered far, and as he went, 

The blossoms of his crown fell one by one 
Thro’ many nights, and seemed a falling star. 

He saw the lovely flower by Eden-gate, 

And cried, “ Ah pure and beautiful ' ’’ and turned 
And stooped to her and wound her in his hair, 
And in his golden hair she entered in. 

Sydney Dobell. 



^Flowers. 

O F all the grace that nature flings 
So lavish on this world of ours, 
Her fairest and her favourite things. 
What can compare with flowers ! 
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The glorious colours lightlj* born 
Of blended sun, and cloud, and air, — 
The scattered hues of eve and mom, 

All meet and mingle there. 

And lo ! wherever streamlet flows, 
Wherever breeze and sunlight meet, 
They spring in every path that knows 
The sound of wandering feet. 

And through each change of time and tide, 
While queenly cities fall away — 

Wliile rivers from their courses glide — 
Arts flourish and decay — 

Those frailer tilings, to Nature true, 

Will decorate this earthly frame, 

Of every form and every hue. 
Unchangingly the same. 

They come all-honoured and all-blest — 
They come with looks of pleasant cheer, 
Waking sweet chords in every breast, 

Kind Nature loves to hear. 


The child who marks their glad return, 
Thence measures life’s delightful prime. 
And grieves in later years to leam 
A sadder rule of time. 
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Woman, the genius and the queen 
Of all that’s gracious, good, and fair. 

Feds as she •walks that uorld serene. 

Her dearest empire there. 

ft 

And while one thought of love letnains 
To soothe and charm man’s ruder pouers, 
He'll -nelcome all their vaned trains, 

\nd bless the time of Flowers. 

George Morine. 


^Flowers in tbe 

Q uiet children of the garden, 

( Kurtured by the gentle showers, 
Gleams and shadows — tender flowers, 
Is ever may the hard town harden 
Me to nhat delights are ours 
in your beauty, O y e flowers 1 

Have they tom ye from your quiet 
Shadowed haunts, so green and still. 
MTierc delights your sweet hours fill, 
Mliere the tawny bee runs riot 
In your sweets at his wild will, 
Wliilc his songs the glad hush fill i 
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Strange seem here )'our pleasant faces, 
Strange your beauty meets us here, 
Startling us to sudden fear 

That of nature’s pleasant places, 

Sights, and sounds, and scenes, once deal , 
Life has grown forgetful here. 

Moiling on, alas ! you find us. 

Dulled to all that life sliould know. 

Hardly knowing roses blow ; 

Well it is that you remind us 

Nature blooms, uhile sad and slow, 

From us here our lost years go. 

Withered f ah, and we too u ither 
In these dim and leafless streets, 

IWiere no glimpse of beauty meets 

Our dulled hearts , oh, still come hither, 
Bringing from your green retreats 
Sense of quiet to these streets ! 

Sense of quiet— rest and stillness, 

Till all but your sweets forgot, 

Care ’s as if we knew it not j 

And we wake as if front illness. 

To a healthful sense of what 
God has given but man forgot. ' 

W. C. Benxeti. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 


ffrom ‘‘©n iRccehnnc a JSuncb of Ibeatbet, 
Gorse, anb 3Feni.” 


W ILD blossoms of the moorland, ye are verj' 
dear to me ; 

Ye lure my dreaming memorj' as do\er does the bee : 
Ye bring back all my childhood loi ed, when Freedom, 
Joy, and Health 

Had nerer thought of weaving chains to fetter Fame 
and Wealth. 

Wild blossoms of the common land, bras e tenants of 
the earth. 

Your breathings were among the first that help’d my 
spirit’s birth ; 

For how my busy brain would dream, and how my 
heart would bum, 

IlTiere gorse and heather flung their arms above the 
forest fern. 

Wild blossoms of the lonely waste, no fear could ever 
daunt 

My tiny feet from wandering amid }our jungle-haunt ; 
And many a bunch of purple bells that tower’d above 
myself, 

And many a fragrant brake I pull’d like some wee 
sylvan elf. 

But, ah 1 those tempting leaves of gold were difficult 
to get ; 
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Alas ! I prove lliat winning gold is not more easy yet : 
But then ray fingers only felt the sharp and piem'ng 
smart, 

And now I find the worldly thorns oft leave a wounded 
heart. 

Eu?.\ Cook. 


3froin "*trbc use of jfiowevs.” 

G od might have h.adc the earth bring forth 
Enough for gre.at and .small, 

Tiic o.ak-trce and the cedar-tree. 

' Without .1 iloiver at aJJ. 

We might have had enough — enough 
1‘or every want of ours, 

Por luxury, medicine, .and for toil, 

And yet have had no flowers. 

Then wherefore, wherefore were they made. 

All dyed with rainbow light. 

All fashioned with supremest grace, 

Upspringtng day and night ; — 

Springing in v.alleys green and low, , 

And on the mountains high, 

And in the silent wilderness 
> Wlrere no man passes by? 


FLOn'ER AND LEAF. 


Our outuard life requires them not, 

Then r^herefore had they birth? 

'1 o minister delight to man, 

To beautify the earth ; 

To comfort man — to whisper hope, 

Whene’er his faith is dim ; 

For whoso careth for the flowers 
Will much more care for him. 

Muiy Howirr. 


jfrom “trtic 5)av> in tbe “iiGloot).’’ 

Y ellow, yellow leaies. 

All grown pale with sighing > — 

For the sweet days dead, 

For the sad days dying. 

Yellow, yellow leaves, 

How the parting grieves ! 

Yellow, yellow leaves. 

Falling, falling, falling ' 

Death is best when hope 
There is no recalling ; 

Yet O, yellow leaves. 

How the parting grieves ' 

Isa Craig Knox, 
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(Batr3ei‘e& jflowers. 

A GATHERED flower is but a fading thing. 
Like Beauty seen in Death ; 

Though bright as ever is its colouring, 

And odorous its breath. 

Then leave the rose upon its parent stem, 

Where other roses be j 

’Twill live perchance long summer days witli them. 
A few short hours with thee. 

Whethei it glitter on a maiden’s breast, 

Or twine amid her hair, 

’Tis but a fleeting ornament at best, 

For Death has placed it there. 

A mortal maiden and a withering flower, 

They both shall perish soon, 

As sure as sombre evening’s farewell hour 
Succeeds the blaze of noon. 

Let women’s beauty wear the sterling gold. 

The imperishable gem ; 

They give to her a brightness manifold, 

She adds a cluimi to them ; 


flower and leaf. 


But flowers that strew the earth with fragrant grace, 
As stars the w'elkin fill, 

Look loveliest, live the longest, in their place ; 

To pluck them is to kill. 

Geraud Lewis. 


3f rom “ Sonnet.” 

T here never yet was flower fair in vain, 

Let classic poets rhyme it as tliey w ill ; . . 
Nor is a true soul ever bom for naught 
IMierever any such hath lived and died. 

J. R. Loweli, 


ffrom “ibow tbc -iflowcvs came from 
3£bcn.” 

A s when some erring child may see 
The Father’s face no more j 
A Mother’s love sends secretly, 

Her heart keeps open door ; 

So were the flowers from Paradise, 

For missioned comfort sent ; 

All heav'en in their sweet pitying ej es ' 

And where Eve trod they went. 




48 





FLOWERS IN GENERAL 


With dear drops of Uiat gladness spilled 
In Eden they came pearled j 
Their cups with colours of heaven filled 
To pour tliro’ all the world. 

They kiss her feet ; embrace her knees ; 

About her dance and play ; 

They run before and climb the trees 
To cheer her by the way. 

On hills and moorlands golden fires 
Of gorse in beauty bum ; 

Into red roses break the briars ; 

A flow er for cr cry thorn. 

And ever since, their silent m.irch 
Goes glowing over ground } 

And under Ocean’s azure arch 
In .an immortal round. 

The wee white fairies of the snow 
May cover them awhile ; 

But from their hiding places, lo ! 

The fresh young Eden smile ! 

They come b.ack with their fragrant news, 
By brook, and field, and fell } 

They wake, and, in a thousand hues. 
Their dream of beautj' tell .... 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 



Our thoughts are with their fancies freakt 
And delicately draivn ; 

With them our gray of life is streaht, 

Divinely as tlie dawn. 

And ailing souls come forth to see 
How the sweet flowers reveal 
The wanng skirts of Deity, 

AVhich at a touch can heal. 

Our dying eyes their balm beseech ; 

Our dying fingers fold 
Their coolness, when w'e cannot reach 
The flower ; so dank the mould. 

Their roots like feeling fingers tnine 
About the lone grave-bed : 

Stars of the ground, they kindly shine 
Through that long dark o’ the Dead. . . . 

With mournful fragrance to my heart 
They pierce at times, until 
The tears up in mine eyes will start, 

Wb'th airs of heaven a-thrill. 

Still blooms with all its buried charms 
That old lost land of ours j 
Above its silent war of worms 
A world laughs out in flowers. 

Gerai-d JIassev. 
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IDiroc. 

O HAPPY tree ; 

Green and fragrant tree ; 

Spring with budding jeuels deckt it like a bride ! 
All so fair it bloomed, 

And the summer air perfumed ; 

Golden autumn fruitage smiled in crowms of pride. 

0 human tree, 

AVaesome wailing tree ; 

In the winter tvind how it rocks ! how it grieves ! 
On a little low grave-mound, 

All its braverj" lies discrowned : 

O’er its fallen fruit it heaps the withered leaves. 

Gerald MAsst-t 


B meeb. 

H ow shall a little weed grow 
That has no sun? 

Raiirs fall and north winds blow — 
AVhat shall be done ? 



Out come some little pale leaves 
At the Spring's call, 

But the harsh north winds blow, 

And the sad rams fall. 

Would’st trj' to keep it warm 
With fickle breath? 

He must, who would gne life. 

Be Lord of death. 

Some day you forget the weed — 

Man’s thoughts are bnef — 

And your coldness steals like frost 
Tlirough each pale leaf, 

Till the weed shrinks back to die 
On kinder sod ; 

Shall a life which found no sun 
In death find God? 

Louise Chandler Moulton. 


'EbanftsgiDfng for fflowcrs. 

Y ou bnng me flowers — ^behold my shaded room 
Is grown all glorious and alive with Light. 
uVIoonshine of pallid primroses, and bnght 
Uaffodil-suns that light the way of the tomb. 
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You bring me dreams — through sleep’s close-lidded 
gloom, ’ 

Sad violets mourn for Sappho all the night, 

Where purple saffrons make antique delight 
Mid crown’d memorials of Narcissus’ doom. 

A scent of herbs now sets me musing on 
Men dead i’ the fennel-beds on Marathon, 

My flowers, my dreams and I shall lie as dead ! 
Flowers fade, dreams wake, men die ; but never dies 
The soul whereby these things were perfected, — 

This leaves the w'orld on flower with memories. 

A. Mary F. Robinson 


CEoitslDei' tDe 3Lf[fes of tDe 3Fi'eIC). 

F lowers preach to us if we will hear: — 
The Rose saith in the dewy mom : 

I am most fair j 

Yet all my loveliness is bom 

Upon a thorn. 

The poppy saith amid the corn : , 

Let but my scarlet head appear 

And I am held in scorn j 

Yet juice of subtle virtue lies 

Within my cup of curious dyes. 

The lilies say : Behold how we ’ 

Preach without words of purity. 





flower and leaf. 


The violets ivhispcr from the shidc 
Which their ovni Icaics hav^e made • 

Men scent our fragrance on the air, 

Yet take no heed 

Of humble lessons we would read. 

Christina. ■Rossetii. 


Sent \vltl3 some Scares an5 fflowers 
fount) In JSoolj 

To THE PrRSON WHO HAD PL'l lIltM THERE 
Ti’um’ Ye,\rs cnFOut. 

O H lender Icues and flowers. 

Though -wither’d, tender jcl, 

Y.Tial privilege Of joy iv.as ours 
In V outh when first wc met 

Bright ejes licheld >our bloom, 

Fair hands your charms caress’d, 

,\nd not irreverent v.a.s the doom 
1 hat laid jou lierc to re^t. 

'Sweet phaptom*, from your bed 
Tsms rc irKen, you paint 
ITe )ikcni"s of a love long dead 
In Aided bo'v.TS fami. 
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Oh tender flowers and leaves ! 

Of all our vanish’d joys — 

By glittering spring-tide that deceives, 
By vnnter that destroys — 


Though nought can now restore 
The perish’d to its place, 

Eyes dimm’d by time and tears once more 
Shall look )’oii in the face. 

Sir Henry Taylor. 


Song, 

T he last year’s leaf, its time is brief 
Upon the beechen spray j 
The green bud springs, the young bird sings, 
Old leaf, make room for May : 

Begone, fly away; 

Make room for May. 

Oh green bud, smile on me awhile, 

Oh 5-oung bird, let me stay ; — 

What joy have we, old leaf, in thee? 

Make room, make room for May : 

Begone, fly away ; 

Make room for May. 

Sir Henry 'Taylor. 
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Htttwmn. 

T hine, Autumn, is unwelcome lore— 
To tell the world its pomp is o’er : 

To whisper in the Rose’s ear 
That all her beauty is no more ; 

And bid her own the faith how vain, 
RTiich Spring to her so lately swore. 

A queen deposed, she quits her state : 
The nightingales her fall deplore ; 

The hundred-voicbd bird may woo 
The thousand-leafhd flower no more. 

The jasmine sinks her head in shame — 
The sharp east wind its tresses shore, 

And robbed, in passing, cruelly 
The tulip of the crown it wore. 

The lily’s sword is broken now 
That was so bright and keen before : 




; 


And not a blast can blow', but strews 
With leaf of gold the Earth’s dank floor. 
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Tile piping winds sing Nature’s dirge, 

" As through the forest bleak they roar ; 


\\0i0se leafy screen, like locks of eld, 
Each day shows scantier than before. 


Thou fadest as a flower, O man J 
Of food for musing here is store. 

0 Man ! thou fullest as a leaf ; 

Pace thoughtfully Earth’s leaf-strewn floor ; 

Welcome the sadness of the time, 

And lay to heart this natural lore. 

Richard ChenevIx Trench 


'Ube fflower bg tbe iPatb. 

V 

A FLOWER was growing alone, 
Then alone and for ever alone. 
Some one came by, 

Saw the flower how fair it had grown, 
Chose it, plucked it to die. 



FLOWER. AND LEAF. 

/Vnd w hat is a flow er alone, 

Then alone and for ever alone, 

Come no one by ? 

\\’by should a flower be fair for its own? 
Choose it, pluck it to die. 

Augusta Webster. 


fflower 2)irges. 

S ING ye dirges for the flowers? 

Nay — ^their prime is past and gone j 
Fed with sunshine and sweet showers. 
They have graced the summer hours, — 
Now their work is done : 

From the uplands, fierce and strong. 

Bitter blasts will blow ere long — 

Happy they, secure of shelter 
From wild winter's wronu ! 


They have left us, undismayed 
By the change that did befall; 
Weaned out with shine and shade. 
It rejoiced them, one and all, 
To escape from daylight’s ken 
To their chambers subterrain, — 
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' There to rest awhile, and then 
•' ■->. Weave them, fresli, and weave drem fair, 

„ : And their fragrant ^ flowers, 

Therefore, smg no mournful dug , 

. O, men ! 


, ' Biit if ye >nt/st sing, sad-hearted, 

■ ; ■ " Thus your ivithered joys among, 

. Wait ye for the hopes departed 

. Since the year was young.-- 

■ For the hopes that, bright and glouing, 

■ Snrang beside the rivers flowing ■ 

: Th^gh the ted of thooght oteyMo, 

. ' . -Sprang sonl-nnmired, and graw lovely ■ 

■ ' In Faith’s halcyon smile, yn.iiv'-- 

Till the tvorld’s breath reached them ■.-ten'),, - 

, Then ye felt their beauty wane , , 

One by one, they vanished wholly 
Into Deatli’s' domain, - 

' Fading not, like Earth’s pale blossoms: 

■ Soon perchance to, bloom again^^ 

For high hopes, then, lowly lymg, 

; . - ■ Meek hopes, once so fair to, sec, ,,. 

' Loving hopes, hll coldly. dyip& .. , 

■ for rt^W:flowers,;C 

■Sing ye;: dirges, deep-m sadn . , , V 


men I 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Xibe Minter Morft of tbe Jflowers. 

T he flowers below’ are in their tiring rooms 
Fast bus)’, weaving, in those still retreats^ 
The robes of rainbow dyes, which they must weir, 
^Vhen Spring, fast running o’er the drowsy earth. 
Taps at the closed portals of their homes. 

And calls them forth, fresh-perfumed and new-clad, 
To the festiv-al of Nature. 

T. Westwood. 
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HlwonO ^Blossom. 

1-^ LOSSOM of the almond trees, 
O April’s gift to AprU’s bees, 

Birthday ornament of spnng, 

Flora’s fairest daughterhng; 

Coming when no ftowemts dare 

Trust the cruel outer an- ; 

When the royal kingcup bold 

Dares not don his coat of gold. 

And the sturdy black-thomspm> 

Keeps his silver for the May; 

Coming when no flowerets would, 

Save thy lowly sisterhood. 

Early violets, blue and white, 

Dying for their love of light. 

Almond blossom sent to teac i ns 

That the spring-days soon will read, 

Lest, wdth longing over-tried. 
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We die as the violets died — 

Blossom, clouding all the tree 
With thy crimson broidery, 

Long before a leaf of green 
O'er the bravest bough is seen ; 

Ah ' when winter winds are swinging 
All thy red bells into ringing, 

With a bee in e% ery bell, 

Almond bloom, we greet thee well. 

Edwin Arnold. 


ifrom ••poems of We 3-magimtiom’’ 

XXIX, 

I 'IS hers to pluck the amaranthine flower 
-L Of Faith, and round the sufferer’s temples bind 

Wreaths that endure affliction’s heaviest shower, 

And do not shrink fiom sorrow’s keenest wind. 

Wordsworih 


Ho tbe Slue anemone. 

'P'LO^rcR of starry clearness bright, 
Quh enng um of colour’d light. 
Hast thou drawn thy cup’s rich dj e 
From the intenseness of the sky ? 

From a long, long fenent gaze 
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Through the year’s first golden days, 
Up that blue and silent deep, 

Where, like things of sculptured sleep. 
Alabaster clouds repose, 

With 'the sunshine on their snows ? 
Thither was thy heart's love turning, 
Like a cfenser ever burning, 

Till the purple heavens in thee 
Set their smile, Anemone ? 


Or can those warm tints be caught 
Each from some quick glow of thought ? 
So much of bright soul tiiere seems 
In thy bendings and thy gleams. 

So much thy sweet life resembles 
That which feels, and weeps, and trembles, 
I could deem thee spirit-fill’d, 

As a reed by music thrill’d, 

When thy being I behold 
To each loving breath unfold. 

Or like woman’s willowy form. 

Shrink before the gathering storm J 
I could ask a voice from thee. 

Delicate Anemone ! 

Flower ! thou seem’st not born to die 
With tby radiant purity. 
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But to melt in air away, 

Iilingling with the soft Spring day, 

When the r.iystal heavens are still, 

And faint azure veils each hill. 

And the lime-leaf doth not move. 

Save to songs that stir the grove, 

And earth all glorified is seen, 

As imaged in some lake serene ; 

— Then thy vanishing should be, 

Pure and meek Anemone ! 

Flower ! the laurel still may shed 
Brightness round the victor’s head ; 

And the rose in beauty’s hair 
Still its festal glory wear ; 

And the willow-leaves droop o’er 
Brows which love sustains no more ; 

But by living rays refined, 

Thou the trembler of the wind, 

Thou the spiritual flower 
Sentient of each breeze and shower. 

Thou rejoicing in the skies, 

And transpierced with all their dyes ; 
Breathing vase, with light o’erflowing, 
Gem-like to thy centre glowing, 

Thou the poet’s type shall be, 

Flower of soul, Anemone 1 

Felicia D. Hesiaxs. 




INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 



Ube Hnemouc* 

W HO would have thought a thing so slight, 
1 So frail a birth of warmth and light, 

A thing as weak as fear or shame, 

Bearing thy weakness in thy name. — 

(Who would have thought of finding thee. 

Thou delicate Anemone, 

WHiose faintly tinted petals may 
By any wind be tom away, 

Whose many anthers with their dust. 

And the dark purple dome their centre, 

When winter strikes, soon as it likes, 

Will quit their present rest, and must 
Hurry away on wild adventure ? 

What power has given thee to outlast 
The pelting rain, the driving blast; 

To sit upon thy slender stem, 

A solitary diadem, 

Adorning latest autumn with 
A relic sw eet of vernal pith ? 

Oh Heaven ! if, as faithful I believe, 

Thou ivilt the prayer of faithful love receive, 

Let it be so with me * I was a child — 

Of large belief, though froivard, w ild. 

Gladly I listened to the holy word. 

And deem’d my little prayers to God were heard. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 



All things I loved, however strange or odd, 

As deeming all things were beloved by God. 

In youth and manhood’s careful sultry hours, 

Tile garden of my youtli bore many flowers 
That now are faded ; but my early faith, 

Though thinner far than vapour, spectre, wraith, 
Lighter than aught the rude wind blows away, 
Has yet outlived the rvide tempestuous day. 

And may remain, a witness of the spring, 

A sweet, a holy, and a lovely thing ; 

The promise of another spring to me, 

My lovely, lone, and lost Anemone ! 

HaRTLEV COLERVDGr. 


Hncmonc. 

I H.^VE wandered far to-day. 
In a pleased unquiet way ; 
Over liill and songful hollow. 
Vernal byeways, fresh and fair, 
Lid 1 simple fancies follow; 

Till upon a hill-r.idc bare 
Suddenly I chanced to see 
A Utile white anemone. 


llene.-ilfs a chimp of furte it grew ; 
, And never mortal eye did view 
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Its rathe and slender beaut)-, till 
I saw it in no mocking mood ; 

For with its sweetness did it fill 
Td me the ample solitude. 

A fond remembrance made me see 
Strange light in the anemone. 

One April day when I was seven, 
Beneath the dear and deepening heav 
My father, God preserve him ! went 
With me a Scottish mile and more ; 
And in a playful merriment 
He deck’d my bonnet o’er and o’er — 
To fling a sunshine on his ease— 

With tenderest anemones. 

Now, gentle reader, as I live, 

This snowy little bloom did give 
My being most endearing throes 
I saw ray father in his prime ; 

But youth It comes, and youth it goes, 
And he has spent his blithest time ; 
Yet dearer grown thro’ all to me, 

And dearer the anemone. 

So with the spirit of a sage 
I pluck’d it from its hermitage, 

And placed it ’tw-een the sacred leaves 
Of Agne^ Eve, at that rare part 
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Where she her fragrant robe unweaves. 

And with a gently beating heart, 

In troubled bliss and balmy woe, 

Lies down to dream of Porphyro. 

Let others sing of that and this. 

In war and science find their bliss ; 

Vainly the)' seek and will not find 
The subtle lore that nature brings 
Unto the reverential mind. 

The pathos worn by common things, 

By every flower that lights the lea, 

And by the pale anemone. 

D.avm Gray. 


apple Blossoms. 

A pple blossoms, full of gladness. 
Smiling o’er my garden walk, 
Tell of "Winter’s vanished sadness, 
And of songs and sunshine talk ; 
Pink and white, all rarely painted, 

' , Like the ro^’ dawn of life,' 

Bright with hope and unacquainted 
IWth the ’shadow and the strife; 
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Apple blossoms, full of sadness, 

Raining on my orchard walk, 

Tell of Spring’s departed gladness, 

And of care and sorrow talk ; 

All the painted petals shattered, 

Soiled and crushed beneath my feet. 

All the rosy sunbeams scattered 

Which made jouth and love so sweet. 

But those blossoms, reft of beauty 
Strewn along my orchard walk. 

Sweetly having done their duty. 

As they die, of Autumn talk ; 

Vfbat diongVi now the brnnebes o’ er me 
Wear a sad and sober green, 

Still there shines a hope before me. 

Life’s fair fruit shall yet be seen 1 

Richard WiltoK 


tibc Bspen, 

I Went out into the wistful night 
Along with my little daughter ; 
Down in the valley the weird moonlight 
With an Elfin shine lifthe wan water. 
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The trees stood dark m a flame of ■ahite ; 

A Nightingale sang vn the stillness j 
It seemed the hushed heart of the sweet spring night 
Brimmed on er because of its fulness. 

Not a breath of air in the region wide ; 

Not a ripple upon the river ; 

Yet all of a sudden the Aspens sigh’d, 

And thro’ all their leaves ran a shiver. 


My darling she nestled quite close to me 
For snoh shield as mine arms conld give her t 
“ Then went not the least waft of wind thro' the: trees , 
2hen why did the Aspens s/nvet ? ” 

1 told her the tale, how, by Kedron’s Brook, 

Our Saviour one eiening wander’d ; 

A cloud came over His glorified look 
As He paused by the nay and ponder’d 

The trees felt His sighing ; tlieir heads all bon’d 
Towards Him in solemn devotion, 

Save the Aspen, that stood up so stately and proud ; 
It made neither murmur nor motion. 

Then the Holy One lifted His face of pain : 

“ The Aspen shall quake and qun er 
Froin this time forth till I come again. 

Whether gro’ioing'by Brook or RherT 
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And oft in the listening hush of night 
The Aspen will secretly shiver, 

With all its tremulous leaves turned white, 

Like a guilty thing, by the River. 

So the souls that look on His sorrow and pain 
For their sake, and bow not, may quiver 
, Like Aspens, and quake wimn He comes again 
Thro’ the night for ever, for ever i 

Gfracd Massev 


3Frotu Hpology.” 

C HIDE me not, laborious band. 

For the idle flowers I brought ; 

Every Aster in my hand 
Goes home loaded with a thought. 

H. W. Emerso.v 


tto iTOotbeb, 

(Thc B vsiav.) 

T hey tell us of an Indian tree 

Which, hoMSoe’er the sun and sky 
May tempt its boughs to aander free, 

And shoot, and blossom, wide and high. 
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Far better loves to bend its arms 
Downward again to that dear earth. 

From which the life, that fills and warms 
Its grateful being, first had birth. 

’Tis thus, though woo'd by flattering friends, 
And fed with fame (j^fame it be), 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends' 

With love’s true instinct, back to thee ! 

Thomas Moore. 


35arBcrn’es. 

I N scarlet clusters o’er the grey stone wall, 

The barberries lean in thin autumnal air : 
Just when the fields and garden-plots are bare. 
And ere the green leaf takes the tint of fall, 

They come, to make the eye a festival. 

Along the road, for miles, their torches flare. 

Ah, if your deep-sea coral were but rare 
(The damask rose might envy it withal), 

, '• . What bards had sung your praises long ago, 
Called you fine names in honey-worded books, 

■ . ' The rosy tramps of turnpike and of lane, 

- September’s blushes, Ceres' lips aglow, 

. ' • Little Red-Ridinghoods, for your sweet looks ! 

-i '-,; But your'plebeian beauty is in vain. 

. ‘ .. . , : , T. B. Aldrich. 
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Ube SUv'etg 3Sii*cb. 


A LONE on the slope of the mountain it grew, 
rV And bathed its light tresses in glittering dew ; 
The bird on its boughs linger’d loving and long, 

And the stream at its feet ever murmur’d in sohg ; 

It toy’d nith the winds, it was happy and free 5 
Oh 1 the silvery birch was a flourishing tree. 


The lord of the mountain beheld it, and sigh d 
That so lovely a thing in the desert should hide. 

» Come dow n from the wilderness, child of the storm 
And rn shield from its anger thy delicate f 01 m ; 
I’ve a carden of pleasure more fittea for thee, 
ind tlmre thou shalt flourish, my beautiful tree.” 


He loosen’d its roots, and convey d it aw ay 
To dwell m the bowers with the roses of May , 

But it pined for the breezes that roam’d on the hnl,- 
For the fern of the rock, for the voice of the nil . 
And, drooping forlorn ’mid the pnde of the lea. 

It died in its grandeur, the beautiful tree. 

Charles Mack ay 




zrbe Blacfttborii. 

' I ■'HE April air is shrewd and keen ; 

X No leaf has dared unfold, 

Yet thy white blossom’s radiant sheen, 
Spring's banner, 1 behold. 

Though all beside be dead and drear 
Undauntedly thy flowers appear. 

Thou com’st the herald of a host 
Of bloorhs which will not fail. 

When summer from some southern coast 
Shall ca.ll the nightingale. 

Yet early, fair, rejoicing tree, 

• ' - Sad are the thoughts inspired by thee. 

. All -other trees are wont to wear, 

' First^eaves, then flowers, and last 
Their burden of rich fruit to bear 
■ ■ ' When summer’s pride is past : 

'■ ' But .thou, — ^so prompt thy flowers to show. 
Bear’s! but the harsh'; unwelcome sloe. 

, " So, oft young genius, at its birth, ' 

In confidence untried, " 

’ • Spreads its bright blossom's o’er thc cart’i, 
■v. . And revels in its pride 
•' . But when ive look its fruit to see, L ' ' 

= ■ It slarids a' fair; but barren -tree.' 
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So oft, in stem and barbarous lands 
The bard is heard to sing, 

Ere the uncultured soul expands 
In the poetic spring ; 

Then sad and bootless are his pams, 

And linked with woe his name remains. 

Therefore, thou tree, rvhose early bough 
All blossom’d meets the gale, 

Thou stirrest in my memory now 
Full many a tearful tale ; 

And early, fair, rejoicing tree. 

Sad are the thoughts inspired by thee. 

William Howitt. 


3i3tue=S3cUs In Xhz Sba&e. 

T he choicest buds in Flora’s train, let other 
fingers twine, ^ 

Let others snatcli the damask rose, or wreath the 
eglantine ; 

I’d leave the sunshine and parterre, and seek the 
u oodland glade. 

To stretch me on the fragrant bed of blue-bells in the 
shade. * 

Let others call the daffodil, the lily, soft and fair; 
And deem the tulip's gaudy cup most beautiful and 
rare; 




FLOWER AND LEAF. 


But give to me, oh give to me, the coronal that’s 
made 

Of ruby orchis mingled with the blue-bells from the 
shade. 

The sunflower and the peony, the poppy bright and 

gay, 

Have no allunng charms for me ; I'd fling them all 
away . 

Exotic bloom may fill the vase, or grace the high- 
born maid ; 

But sw eetec far to me, than all, are blue-bells in the 
shade. 

Eliza Cook. 


■Cbe Spii'lt of tbe Bluebell. 

Suggested by a Beautiful Basso-Relievo by 
R. Wesimacott. 

W HEN youthful June strews earth with 
flowers, 

And birds make musical the bowers ; 

IVhen sound with sight appears to vie, 

Bliich best shall charm us, earth or sky — 

1 love, sw'eet blossom of the wild. 

Young summer’s azure-vested child. 

To see thee hang thy tender bells 
In meadow slopes or forest dells. 
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^Mid feathery fern or spear-like grass, 

t «> 

Thou noddest to me as I pass ; 

And, memory’s playmate as thou art, 
Awakest fancies of the heart, 

Entwined with rural life and joj', 

That please the man and charm’d the boy, 
And send me back, through clouds of 3’ears, 
To childhood’s blushes, smiles, and tears. 


1 tread the forest solitude, 

Thou modest sapphire of the wood, 

And Solitude, no longer lone, 

Is fill’d with visions all thine own, 
ly.v.b .s.ud ,\hb.b 

By some soft spell of Memoiy^ 

Sweet to recall, and dear to hold — 

My recollection’s minted gold. 


I live my early life anew ; 

1 tread, well pleased, the morning dew : 
M'ith childish voice I trill my rhyme, — 
With tiny' feet the stiles I climb, — " - 
With little eyes that never tire, 

I watch, examine, and admire ; 

And gather garlands as I run, 

Or sit and weave them in the sun. 
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Yet, mighty Art, to Nature,true, 

^ Can clothe thy form with beauty new. 
Lo ! by the artist’s powerful spells 
Amid thy leaves a spirit dwells — 

A spirit with a gentle face, 

Imbued with melancholy grace, 

And downcast eyes that seem to say, 

“ I love — I meditate — I pra)'.” 


Triumphant Art ! the spirit fair 
Was no creation — she was there : 

Thou didst but see with keener eye, 

What blind materialists deny. 

A living spirit breathes in all , 

To teach, enrapture, and enthral ; 

Each tree that waves, each flower that springs, 
Speaks high and spiritual tilings. 

And once by chisel, bnish, or pen. 

Evoked before the eyes of men. 

No future spell can disenchant 
The floweret or its habitant : 

The beauteous visions breathe and move. 

Like creatures of our daily love ; 

And, link’d with sympathies refined. 

Become immortal as the mind. 

CH.S.RLr,S Mackay/ 


>0 lA’DIVlDUAL JFLOJVEIiS. 


But thou, AVild bramble ! back dost bring, 
In all their beauteous power, 

The fresh green days of life’s fair spring, 
And boyhood’s blossoming hour. 

Scorn’d bramble of the brake ' once more 
Thou bid’st me be a bo)% 

To gad with thee the woodlands o’er 
In freedom and in jo}'. 

Enus’EzrR Enuon. 



UDe JSrion^ TKIlrcntb. 

I TWINED around my true love’s brow. 
Amid her dark brown hair, 

A wreath of Briony from the liedge. 

With nngs and berries fair; 

And called her “I.a,dy Briony" 

And darling of the air. 

We walk’d like children, hand in hand. 

Or on the meadow stile 
Sat down, not seeking happiness. 

But finding it the while 
In Love’s unconscious atmosphere. 

Or sunlight of a smile. 



FLOWER AND LEAE. 


‘ Sweet Lady of m\ heart,” I said, ' 

“ Thou chid'st me in the mom, 

For talking of the ‘ worthless weeds ’ 

With unconsider’d scorn ; 

But now, for bonnie Briony’s sake, 

The chiding shall be borne. 

“ So pleasant are its tendril rings, 

'lliat twist and curl and twine ; 

So graceful arc its leases and fniit 
Amid those locks of thine ; 

}lc!}ce!brth Kf tns shsii Bnony 
Be equal of the s me,” 

“ But not for s.ake of me !” she said ; 

*• I’d ii.ase thee just and true, 

And love the wild weeds for themseleijs. 
Sweet babes of sun .and dew. 

As sirtuous as the Rose herself. 

Or YioSet bhislnng blue. 

‘‘Of all the weeds, and bounteous buds, 
That ilnnk the summer sliov cr. 

And lift their blossoms through the corn 
Or smile in hed <t and boner, 

1 jdead the cause ; — come he.tr the I.'de 
And loie them from this hour. 


fi 


’ mniviDUAt flowers. 


“ You’ve called me Lady Briony ; 

Lehold my sisters bright. 

My fair companions of the wood 
IVlio love the morning light, — 
Valerian, Saffron, Camomile, 

And Rue, and Aconite ; — 


“ The golden Mallow of the Marsh, 

The Hemlock, broad and rank. 

The Nightshade, Foxglove, Meadou sweet. 
And Tansy on the bank, 

And Pojjpj' with her sleepy eyes, 

And Water-Iris dank. 

“ Are we not fair? Despise ns not ’ — 

We soothe the couch of pain ; 

We bring divine forgetfulness 
To calm the stormy brain ; 

And through the languid pulse of life 
Drop healing, like the lain 


“ There’s not a weed however small. 
That peeps n here rivers flow, 

Or in the bosom of the noods 
Has privilege to grow, 

But has some goodness in its breast, 
Or bounty to bestow. 





FLOWER AKD LEAF. 

“And if we poison ; — yours the fault S 
Behold, our green leaves wave, 

And seem to sigh as men go past, 

Wayfarers to the grave ; — 

‘ Use us unwisely, we may kill, — 

Use '.risely, and we save.’ 

“ Our virtues and our loveliness 
.\re none the less our own. 

Because you fail to seek them out 
Or miss them when they’re shown ; 

And if we’re common, so is light, 

And every blessing known.” 

'• Well pleaded, Lady Briony 1 
Thou’rt good as thou art fair ; 

And tvere there no one in the copse, 

I’d kiss thy lips, I swear !” 

Her laugh rang meny as a bell — 

“ Well, kiss me, if you dare ’” 

Cn.vRT.rs M.tcKAV. 


I XTo tbe Small Gclanbine. 

P .ANSIltS, lilies, kingcups, daisies, 
Let them live upon their praises r 
Long as there’s a sun that sets, f 

'■i \ ... ' Primroses will have their glorv; 

.j;'’,'; ' . . ' ' ' . 

'rr-^^TTTT- — w-- -y y- 
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Long a!> there arc violets, 

They -will have a place in story : 
There’s a flower that shall be mine, 
’Tis the little Celandine. 

Eyes of some men travel far 
For the finding of a sur ; 

Up and down the hearens they go, 
Men that keep a mighty rout ! 

I’m as great as they, I trow, 

Since the day I found thee out, 
Little flowci 1 — ril make a stir, 
Like a sage astronomer. 


Modest, yet withal an Elf 
Bold, and lavish of thyself; 

Since we needs must first have met, 
I have seen thee, high and low, 
Thirty years or more, and yet 
’Twas a face I did not know ; 

Thou hast nmv, go where I may. 
Fifty greetings in a day. 


Ere a leaf is on a bush, 

In the time before the thrush 
Has a thought about her nest. 
Thou wilt comearith half a call. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Spreading out thy glossy breast 
Like a careless Prodigal ; 

Telling tales about the sun, 

When we’ve little warmth, or none. 


Poets, vain men in their mood ! 
Travel with the tnultitvrde t 
Never heed them ; I aver 
That they all are wanton wooers ; 
But the thrifty cottager, 

Who stirs little out of doors, 

3oys to spy thee near her home ; 
Spring is coming, Thou art come ! 

Comfort have thou of thy merit, 
Kindly, unassuming Spirit 1 
Careless of thy neighbourhood, 
Thou dost show thy pleasant face 
On the moor, and in the wood, 

, In the lane'; — there’s not a place 
. Howsoever mean it be,- 
, But 'tis good enough for thee. 

Jih befall the yellow flowers. 
Children of the flaring, hours ! 

. Buttercup's, that will ,be seen, 

. Whether we will see or no ; 
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Others, too, of lofty mien ; 

They have done as worldlings do, 
I'aken praise that should be thine. 
Little, humble Celandine ! 



Prophet of delight and mirth, 

Ill-requited upon earth ; 

Herald of a mighty band, 

Of a joyous train ensuing, 

Sen-ing at my heart’s command. 

Tasks tlrat are no tasks renewing, 

I will sing, as doth behove. 

Hymns in praise of what I love ! 

WlLLIAJI WoaDSWORTH. 


UDc Small GclanOfne. 

T here is a Flower, the lesser Celandine, 

That shrinks, like many more, from cold and 
rain ; 

And, the first moment that the sun may shine, 

Briglit as the sun himself, ’tis out again ! 

When hailstones have been falling, swarm on swarm, 
Or blasts the green field and the trees distrest. 

Oft have I seen it muffled up from harm, 

In close self shelter, like a thing at rest 



I LOWER AND LEAF. 





Rut btely, one rough day, tins Flower I passed 
And recognised it, though an altered form, 

Xow standing forth an offering to the blast, 
And buffeted at uiU by rain and storm 


1 stopped, and said w ith inly-muttered voice, 

' It doth not love the shower, nor sech the cold 
I'his neither is its courage nor its choice, 

Hut Its necessity in being old 


The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the dew , 

It cannot help itself m its decay ; 

Stiff in its members, withered, changed of hue,” 
And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was grey. 


Ik 

; 


'I’o be a Prodigal’s Favourite — ^then, w'-orse truth, 
Miser's Pensioner — behold our lot ! 

O lildii, that from thy fair and shining youth 
Age might but take the things Youth needed not ‘ 

WlLLlA^I WORDSWORIH. 


Uo Cbercs=liIossoins. 


Y e may simper, blush and smile. 

And perfume the air a-wliile 
But (s\\ eet things) ye must be gone ; 

Fruit, y e know, is coming on : . 

Then, ah I then, where is your grace, 
IVhenas Cherries come in place ? 

Roberi Herrick 


90 



INDJVfDVAL FLOWERS. 




XTo tbc Ifjcrb Gbfclnvce&. 

C HlClvWEED ! will no one sing thee ? Like thy 
bard 

Lowly, and little noted though thou art, 

Creeping o’er lallows with thy pallid sward, 

Thou in my humble strains slialt claim a part. 

^Vhen summer flowers to churiisii autumn jield. 

And gaunt December bends the leafless groves. 

Thou, to the small birds trooj)mg o’er the field, 

Art food — the stimulus to futuic loves. 

Henceforth let none despise thee for thy birth, 

For powers medicinal in thee are found ; 

And haughty men shall own thy sterling worth, 

And crave thine aid to cool the anguished wound : 
The lordly oak may lift his head on high. 

Thou still wilt creep beneath the self-same sky. 

Rohuri- MmuHousn, 


■tlbc jPlowci* of Bcccmbci*. 

The Christmas Rost. 

I ’VE loved thee well, I’ve loved thee long, 
And garing on thy beaut}', 

- I ask my heart what secret charms 
Makes love such joyous dut}'? 




flower and leaf. 



My heart replies . — ^The soul of truth, 
The hope m sadness spoken, 

The smiles of light m darkest dajs, 
The constancy unbroken. 


The kindly word that falls to day, 

May bear its fruit to-morrow ; 

The false are often kind in joy ; 

The true alone jn sorrow. 

And though we bless the flower of June, 
And all its charms remember, 

M'e've double blessings for the rose 
That blossoms in December. 

Charles Mackii 


■co tbc 13 cHow Gi'stus. 

F lower, that with thy silken tapestrj’ 

Of flexile petals interwove with green, 
Clothest the mountain walls of this calm scene ; 
We. a love-led poetic company, 

Eronounce thee happy ; if happiness it be 
In erery cleft the bright gray.rocks between 
To plant thy seemly gems, and reign the ciueen 
Of pathside blossoms over w'ood and lea. 
live, and of those poor fools who idly moan 
Thy fragile lifetime’s shortness, reck not aught; 


9 ' 
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Thou diest not. when thy ripe blossoms are strovvn 
On tlm damp earth, or by the tempest caught; 
Thou hast a future life to them unknown, 

In the eternity of human thought. 

HKNRy Anroan. 


jfi'oin tbc Scrape.” 

A round me duster quaint doud-berry flouers, 
That love the moist slopes of the highest tops, 
Pale white, and delicate, and be.autiful, 

Yet lowly growing ’mid the black peat moss. 

No life with darkei root and fairer bloom : 

As if the hand of God has secret wrought 
.Ymid the peaty chaos and decay 
Of long deep buried yc.ars, .and from the moss 
Entombed, unshaped, unsunned, and colourless. 

Set free a form of beauty rare and bright. 

To typify the glory and the grace 

Which from the dust of death Pie will awake. 

In course of time, on Resurrection morn ! 


3f I'Olu " 

T OOK at this delicate plant that lifts Us head from 
J t the meadow, 

See how i.s loovcs »U poinl to tho oorlh, o. m.o ho, 
the m.agnet j 



FLOWER AND LEA!'. 




It IS the compass flower, that the finger of God has 
suspended 

Here on its fragile stalk, to direct the trateller’s 
journey 

0\ cr the sea like, pathless, limitless w aste of the desert. 


Such in the soul of man is faith. 'I'he blossoms of 
passion, 

Gn\ and luxunani flowers, are brighter and fuller of 
fragrance, 

Cut they beguile us, and lead us astra\, and their 
odour IS deadU , 

Onlj this humble plant can guide us here, and here- 
after 

Crown ustvith asphodel flowers, that .are wet with the 
dews of Nepenthe. 

H. AV Longfellow. 


Ubc GowsHp. 

L ady, beyond the wide Atlantic main 

Huge trees hast thou beheld, and gorgeous 
flow ers, 

'And poor may be to thee, and dim, and plain 
The Simple posies of this isle of ours , 

Yet, lady, humbly I present to thee 
A flower refined m her simplicitj — 
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The hd>' coN^^Up. that, amid the grass 

Is tall and comely as a virgm queen 

The primrose is a bonny peasant . , 

-n« Ld ..»<! M-bta-n !."»«)■ “f ' » 

She seems on mossy bank, in forest glade. 

^lost meet to be the stand 

But the coy conshp— co\, th g 

“■’7 ‘'’;:;;:i't?d,ci»nd, 

Declines her head. conced’d) 

That must be public, 

Knowing how much si a 

Yet much retaining "ilh an ar > 

For be spied. 

TOnkin^te bo..." .ban 1 ",“cc- 


tio a Ci'OCUB. 

X -X TELCOME. mild harbinger of Spring, 

W To this small nook of earth, 

Feeling and f-ey fon^^^ 

Round thoughts whicl 

To.bo.,and.o.bo l.— = =P 

Where chance has fix d thy low > 
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To thee, for thy rich golden bloom, 
Like heaven’s fair bow on high, 
Portends, amid surrounding gloom, 
That brighter hours draw nigh, 

^^^5en blossoms of more varied dyes 
Shall ope their tints to warmer skies. 


Yet not the Lily, nor the Rose, 
Though fairer far they be. 

Can more delightful thoughts disclose 
Than I derive from thee : 

The eye their beauty may prefer ; 

I'hc heart is thy interpreter i 


Methinks in thy fair flower is seen, 


'1 




By those whose fancies roam. 

An emblem of that leaf of green 
The faithful dove brought home. 
When o’er the world of waters dark 
Were driven the inmates of the ark. 

That leaf betoken’d freedom nigii 
To ntournfui optives there; 
lliy flower foretells a sunnier sky. 
And chides the dark despair 
By Winter's chilling influence flung 
O’er .spirits sunk and nerves unstrung. 
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And sweetl}' has kind nature’s hand 

Assign'd thy dwelling place 

Beneath a flower whose blooms c\-pand, 

With fojid, congenial grace 
On many a desolated pile, 

Bright’ning decay with beaul3'’s smile. 

Thine is the flo^^er of Hope, c\hose hue 
Is bright uith coming joy ; 

The Wall-flower’s that of Faith, too true 
For ruin to destroy ; — 

And where, O ! where should Hope up spring, 
But under Faith’s protecting wing ? 

Bernard Barton. 


Spvino Crocuses. 


N ot to cold-hearted rvear)' care 

Give up thy heart, a votary won ; 
Come now, a simple pleasure seize, ' 
Where a thousand thousand crocuses 
Are shining in the sun. ' 


I have seen them oft, and loved them long, 
Comparing them, in wild vagary. 

To some enchanted lake that lies 
Beneath the bright enchanted skies. 

In the old land of faeryi 



FLOWER AND LEAF, 


But why need we comparisons, 

The} are themselves so beautiful : 

Are they not flowers, dear English flowers, 
Growing in meadows that are ours, 

For any child to pull? 


And from the dim and treeless town 
The little children ha\ e gone forth, 
Running and leaping, happy bands, 
With little baskets in their hands, 
And hearts bnmful of mirth. 


And darkly pondering on the past. 
Slowly have come down aged men, 
Feeble with years, and bent and hoar. 
To gaze upon the flow ers once more ; 
I^erer to gaze again. 


Here come the children of the poor, 
Leaving their early cares behind. 
Gamesome as the wild forest herd, 
.And free as is the mountain bird 
Or as the mountain wind. 


Some like strong lambs at play ; and some 
Culling of choicest flowers a few ; 
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And some, like gleaners, bending low, 

Keep gathering in a steady row, 

And never have enow. 

The little infant ’mong the grass 
Sits, meekly thinking to itself ; 

Until comes out a gaudy fly, 

Or a small bee goes humming b)', 

Then shouts the merry elf. 

Ay, sing unto the lark above ye, 

And freely wander w'here ye list ; 

And glean up, from the abounding earth, 
Strong joy and rosy health and mirth j 
Good gifts too often missed : 

For carelessly ye wander now ; 

But passing life brings deepening shadows, 
And ye, in some far burning clime. 

May oft retrace the youthful time 
Spent in your native meadows. 

And God sent flowers to beautify 

The earth, and cheer man’s careful mood j 
And he is happiest who has power 
To gather wisdom from a flower, 

And wake his heart in every hour 
To wholesome gratitude. 


Mary Howitt. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Xmes on a Mbite G^clamen brought 
from Jerusalem. 

Y oung blossom ’ delicately pure and fair, 

Eres unslune’s touch hath v, armed the snow- 
chilled sod , 

How comes thou to this grim Northern air, 

Flower from the land of God? 

Not to our clime, oh, petals pale and sweet. 

Are ye akin — our realms of stnfe and pain — 

Nor born to be down-trodden under feet 

Still hurrying after gain ; 

Thy home is on each holy' mountain-side, 

O’er plains filled with the wind-flower’s flaming 
gleam. 

O’er dells where the massed oleanders hide, 

In rose clouds the blue stream. 

Thou bringest back those deathless moments when 
T’hy native hca^ en grew strong w ith solemn powers. 
And breatliest here — h. type of other men, 

And other lives, than ours. 

Yes, above all, thy leaflets fresh and white, 

White as the unreached snows that never wane, 
Eccall the Man who walked thy hills jn light, 

That spirit without stain. 


lOO 
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For. tli)* virgin grace above mav f!io«‘ 
IJow spotless Ills clc-ir life, the tinge of red 
Bene.ath that purity is wliispcring low 

Of Blood for sinners shed. 


So tiiat, whene’er within us is renewed 

The thought Jiow worn by long unsleeping hours, 
He moved across thy Syri-in solitude, 

'j’Jirough a wild wealth of flowers ; 


We feel that lie, sustained by- love .alone, 

IVas there to commune with white stars, and greet 
More than all growths by .spring around Him thrown, 
Thy white irtarls at His feet. 


And hence we dream, if dreams may thus presume. 
No fire-flash ])oured from the anemone, 

No ole.andct’s hot and eager bloom 

Spoke to His heart like thee. 


Bring then to winters withering up with cold, 

A b-tlm lent from thy south — ^'fo souls that pine 
Hero hunger-bitten with the lust of gold, 

Memories and hopes divine. 


Sir F. II. DovLn. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Move's Goloiivs. 

N ot violets I ga-ve inj love, 

That m their life are sweet and rare, 
And deep in colour, as the heart 

Whose every thought of her is prayer ; 

For violets grow pale and drj', 

And lose the semblance of her eye 

No hlj’s bud I gave my love, 

Though she is while and pure as they ; 

For they are cold to smell and touch, 

And blossom but a single day : 

And pressed by love, in love’s own page, 

They yellow into early age 

But cyclamen I chose to gn e, 

Whose pale white blossoms at the tips 
( \11 else is driven snow) are pink, 

And romd me of her perfect lips ; 

Soil, till tins flower is kept and old, 

Its worth to lov'c is yet untold 

Old, kept, and kissed, it does not lose 
As other flowers the hues they wear t 
Txive is triumphant, and this bloom 
Will never whiten from despair' 

Rallicr It deepens as it lies, 

'rhis flower Uial pnrples when it d'cs 
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So shall my love, as 3’ears roll by, 

Take kingly colours from its oi\n; 

Sole master of her lanquisbcd heart, 

Am I not master of a throne ? 

Crushed by no foot, nor cast an ay, 

My jmrple love shall rule the day. 

C. C. FRV.SEK TvTi-rR 


jFcom “Ube Mi'eatbs." 

W HO wears the Cypress, dark and drear? 

The one who is shedding the mourner’s 
tear; 

The gloomy branch for ever twines 
Alouncf ibreheadk graved’ with sorrow fe lYnes 
’Tis the type of a sad and lonelj heart, 

That hath seen Us dearest hopes depart. 

Oh ! who can like the chaplet band 
That is wove by Melancholy’s hand? 

Eliza Cook 


Zo Siatfo&ils. 

F air Daffodils, w'e w eep to see 
You haste avvaj'^ so soon ; 
As yet the early rising sun 

Has not attain’d his noon. , 




FLOWER AND LEAF. 

Stay, stay, 

Until the hasting day 
Has run 
But to the even-song ; 

And, having pray’d together, we 
Will go with you along. 

We have short time to stay, as you ; 

U'e have as short a spring ; 

As quick a growth to meet decay. 

As you, or anything. 

We die 

As your hours do, and dry 
Away, 

Like to the summers rain ; 

Or as the pearls of morning’s dew, 

Ke’er to be found again. 

Robert Herrick. 


.5 "ecian&crcb QIx>ncls. 

T WAXDKRED lonely as a cloud 
X , That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all .at once I saw a crowd, 

• A.host, of gohlcn dailbdils; 

, . Eeiide the i.ike, beneath-ibe trees, , 

; ' • 1-lutiering and d-aheing in tlm bretv.c. - 
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Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 

I'hey stretdied in never-ending line 
Along tire margin of a bay ; 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance, 

Tlie waves beside them danced ; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee ; 

A poet could not but be gay. 

In such a jocund company : 

I gazed — and gazed— but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought : 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
Jz? jtazTAvt An peasSw .rwaw?, 

They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
zVnd dances with the daffodils. 

William Wordsworih. 


3fi‘oin "Bnbsmfon.” 

A THING of beauty is a joy for ever, 
Its loveliness increases, it will never 
Pass into notlhngnesS. .... 

In spite of all, 

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 

From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon. 
Trees old and young, sprouting a shady' boon 
For simple sheep ; and such are daffodils 
W’itlt the green world they live in. 

JOHX Keats. 



©be to tbc S>affobn. 

O LOVE-STAR of the unbeloved March, 
IViien, cold and shrill, 

Forth flows beneath a low, dim-lighted arch 
The wind that beats sharp crag and barren hill. 
And keeps unfilmed the lately torpid rill ! 

, ■ A week ce’er 

Thou com’fit thy soul is round us everywhere ; 

• , And many an auspice, many an omen, 

IVhtspers; scarce noted, thou art coming. 

■ ■"TIugc, cloudlikc trees grow dense with spr£ and 
buds 

- . And cast a shapelier gloom o'er freshening pss. 

, ' And Through the, fringe of ’raggetl woods 

■ - 'iforc shrouded sunbeams pass. 

' ''Frc-sh shoots conceal the yjolkiras spike 
,1 ■ ' ■; The driving mck outbraving ; 

, ;; rThc hetige swells large by ditch'and dike; 

V - Ami all the pncoloured world like i ■ , >. 

"j ■ ■ ; A'.sh.'jdow-Iinjh&d crigravin'g.', ' 
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Herald and harbinger ! witli thee 
Begins the year’s great jubilee i 
Of her solemnities sublime 
(A sacristan whose gusty taper 
Flashes through earliest morning vapour), 

Thou ring’st dark nocturns and dim prime. 

Birds that have yet no heart for song 
Gain strength with thee to t\\ itter ; 

And, warm at last, where hollies throng. 

The mirrored sunbeams glitter. 

With silk the osier plumes her tendrils thin : 

Sweet blasts, though keen as sweet, the blue lake 
wrinkle ; 

And buds on leafless boughs begin 
Against graj' skies to twinkle. 


To thee belongs 

A pathos drowned in later scents and songs ! 

Thou com’st when first the Spring 
On Winter’s verge encroaches; 

When gifts that speed on wounded wing 

Meet little save reproaches 1 

Thou com’st when blossoms blighted, 

Retracted sweets, and ditty, 

From suppliants oft deceived and spited 
More anger draw than pity 1 
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Thee the old shepherd, on the bleak hill-side. 

Far distant e\eing leans upon his staff 
Till from his cheek the mnd-brushed tear is dried : 

In thee he spells hts boyhood’s epitaph. 

To thee belongs the youngling of the flock, 

M’hen first it lies, close-huddled from the coldi 
Between the sheltering rock 

And gorse-bush slowly overcrept with gold. 


Thou laugh’st, bold outcast bright as brave, 

IITien the wood bcllowTs^and the cave.. 

And leagues inland is heard the wave ' 

Hating the dainty and the fine 
As sings the blackbird thou dost shine i 
Tliou com’st while y et on mountain lawns high “P 
Lurks the last snow-wreath : by the berried btcer 
IlTiile y et the black spring in its cr.aggy cup 
!N'o music makes or charms no listening ear. 

Thou com’st while from the oak stock or red 
Dead Autumn scoffs young Spring with 
speech ; 

\Micn in her vidual chastity the Year 
Y ith frozen memories of the sacred past 
Her doors and heart makes fast, 

And loves no flower save those that deck the b'si" 
Ere yet the blossomed svcamore 

' i 

With golden surf is curdled o’er ; 



Ere yet the birch against the blue 
Her silken tissue weaves anerv. 

Thou com’st while, meteor like 'raid fens, the weed 
Swims, wan in light; while sleet-showers whitening 
glare 

Weeks ere by river brims, new furred, _ the reed 
Leans its green javelin level in the air. 

Child of the strong and strenuous East ! * 

Now scattered w’ide o’er dusk hill bases, 

Now’ massed in broad, illuminate spaces , 
Torchbearec at a wedding feast 
Whereof thou mayst not be partaker, 

But mime at most, and merry maker ; — 

Phosphor of an ungrateful sun 

That rises but to bid thy lamp begone : — 

Farewell 1 I saw 

Writ large on woods and lawns to day that Law 
Which back remands thy race and thee 
To hero-haunted shades of dark Persephona 
To-day the Spring has pledged her marriage vow : • ' 
Her voice, late tremulous, strong has grown and 
steady : 

To-day the Spring is crowned a queen : but thou 
Thy Winter hast already ! ’ ‘ 

Take my song's blessing, and depart, 

Type of true sers'ice— -unrequited heart , ' 

AxjCRivy 
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(lo a /IBoujitafn 2)a{sg. 

W EE, modest, crimson tipped flo^’r, 
Tliou’s met me in an evil hour , 

For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thj slender stem. 

To spare thee now is past my pow r. 

Thou bonme gem. 

Alas ! It’s no thy necbor sweet, 

The bonnie Lark, companion meet > 

Bending thee ’mang the dewy weet ’ 

Wi’ spreckl’d breast, 
When upward springing, bly the, to greet 
The purpling east 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth , 

Yet cheerfully thou ghnted forth 

Amid the storm, 

Scarce rear'd above thep.Txcnt earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting fiow’rs our gardens yield, 

High shelt’ring woods and wa’s maun shield, 
But thou, benealli the random bseld 

O’ clod or stane 
xVdoms the hisde stibble field 

Unseen, alanc 


1 to 
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There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 

Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread, 

Thou lifts th)' unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 

But now the share uptears thy bed 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless hlaid. 

Sweet flow ’ret of the rural shade > 

By love’s smiphcitj' betray’d 

And guileless trust, 
Till she, like thee, all soil’d, is laid 

Low i’ the dust. 


Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On life’s rough ocean luckless starr’d ■ 
Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard 

And whelm him o’er ' 

,Such fate to suffering worth is giv’n, 

Who long with wants and woes has striv’n, 

B)' humble pride or cunning driv’n 

To mis’ry’s brink. 

Till wrench’d of ev’ry stay but Heav’n, 

He, ruin’d, sink ! 


FLOll'ER AND LEAF. 






Ev’n tliou who moiirn'st the Daisy’s fate, 

That fate is thine — no distant date ; _ , : ' 

Stem Ruin’s ploughshare drives, elate, 

Full on thy bloom, 

Till crush’d beneath the furrow’s weight 

Shall be thy doom. 

Robert Bur vs. 


"ao tbc 2)ais^). 

B right Tlowerl whose home is everywhere. 
Bold in maternal Nature's care, 

• And all the long year through the heir 
Of joy or sorrow — 

Methinks that there abides in thee 
Some concord with huinanit)’, 

Given to no other flower I see 
The forest thorough 1 

- Is it that JIan is soon deprest ? 

, ■ A thoughtless -Thing ! %vho, once unblest, 

. Does little on bis memory rest, 

, ' , Or on his reason, 

\ . .And 'T^ou would’st teach him how to find 
■ ',,., 1 - : A shelter under everj' wind, ,, , 

, ' , - A hope for times that are unkind' . . . ' 

, \ • -And every season? ■ ' 
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Thou wander^st the wide world about, 
TJnchecTc’d by pride or scrupulous doubt. 
With friends to greet thee, or without, 

Yet pleased and willing; 

Meek, yielding to the occasion’s call. 

And all things suffering from all, 

Thy function apostolical 
In peace fulfilling. 

William Wordswori ri 


^0 tbc iDam, 

W ITH little here to do or see 

Of things that in the great world be, 
Daisy 1 again I talk to thee. 

For thou art worth), 

Ihou unassuming Common-place 
Of Nature, with that homely face, 

And yet wath something of a grace 
Which Lo\c mr' ^or thee 1 

Oft on the dappled tur.> ease 
I sit, and play with smii..-s. 

Loose types of things through all degrees, 
Thoughts of thy raising ; 
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And many a fond and idle name 
I give to thee, for praise or blame 
As is the liumour of tiie game, 
■\Vhile I am gazing. 


A nun demure of lowly port , 

Or sprightly maiden, of Lo\ e’s court. 

In thy simplicitj" the sport 
Of all temptations ; 

A queen in crown of rubies drest , 

A stan'eling in a scanty lest ; 

Are all, as seems to suit thee best, 

Thy appellations 

A little c} clops, w ith one e> e 
Staring to threaten and defy, 

That thought comes nest — and instanll) 
The freak is oser. 

The shape will vanish — and behold 
A silver shield with boss of gold. 

That spreads itself some faery bold 
In fight to coi er ! 


I see thee glittering from afar — 
And then thou art a pret^- star; 
Not quite so fair as many arc 
In he.Ti cn above thee 1 
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Yet like a star, with glittering crest, 
Self-poised in air thou seem’st to rest ; — 

]May peace come never to his nest 
Who shall repiove thee ! 

Bright Fltnver! for by that name at last, 
When all my reveries are past, 

I call thee, and to that cleave fast, 

S^Yeet silent creature ! 

That'breath’st with me in sun and air, 

Do thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 
Of thy meek nature ! 

WiLUAM Wordsworth. 


B 3fieli5 fflower. 

Ox FINDING ONE IN FULL BLOOM, ON CHRISTMAS 
Day, 1803. 

T here is a flower, a little flower, 

With silver crest and golden eye. 
That welcomes every changing hour. 

And weathers every sky. 

The prouder beauties of the field 
In gay but quick succession shme, 

Race after race their honours yield. 

They flourish and decline. 
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But this small flower, to Nature dear, 
While moons and stars their courses run^ 
Wreathes the whole circle of the year, 
Companion of the sun. 

It smiles upon the lap of May, 

To sultry August spreads its charms, 
Lights pale October on his way. 

And Urines December’s arms. 

Tlie purple heath and golden broom. 

On moory mountains catch the gale, 
O’er lanms tlie lily sheds perfume. 

The violet in the vale. 

But this bold floweret climbs the hill. 
Hides in the forest, haunts the glen. 
Plays on the margin of the rill, 

Peeps round the fosrs den. 

Within the g.arden’s cultured round 
It shares the sweet carnation’s bed ; 
And blooms on consecrated ground 
In honour of the de.ad. 

The lambkin crops its crimson gem. 
The wild-bee murmurs on its breast, 
The blue-fly bends its pensile stem. 
Light o’er the sky-lark’s nest. 




INDIVIDUAL l-I.OWERN. 


'Tis Fioia’s page in every place, 
In every season fresli and fair, 

It opens with perennial grace. 

And blossoms cvcrj-where. 


On waste and woodland, rock and plain, 

Its humble buds unheeded rise ; 
The Rose has but a summer reign, 
The Daisy never dies. 


James Montgomery. 

3=Iowers for tDc Hienvt 


LOWERS ' winter flowers ! — the child is diad 

X The mother cannot speak; 


0 softly couch his little head, 

Or Mary’s heart will break ! 

Amid those curls of flaxen hair 

This pale pink ribbon twine, 

And on the little bosom there 

Place this wan lock of mine. 

How like a form in cold white stone, 

The coffin’d infant lies ! 

Look, Mother, on thy little onC 1 


And tears will fill thine eyes. 

f Y *» 
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She cannot weep — more faint she grows, , ' - ' j 

More deadly pale and still ; ■' , ■- 

Flowers ! oh a flower ! a winter rose, - . - ' - 

That tiny hand to fill. • 

Go, search the fields ! the lichen wet 

Bends o’er th’ unfailing well ; - • . ' 

Beneath the furrow lingers yet 

The scarlet pimpernel. 1 

Peeps not a snowdrop in the bower, ' , ‘ . 

Where never froze the spring ? 

A daisy? Ah ! bring childhood’s flower ! 

The half-blown daisy bring I 
Yes, lay the dai.s}-’s little head 
.. Beside the little cheek ; ’ V 

O haste ! the last of five is dead ! 

- The childless cannot speak ! • ' 


Eijekezer Euuott. 


roin " Sonnet.” 

'J 'HE little daisy keeps its wonted pace, ” 

' Jl Ere. March by April gets disarm’d of snow : • 
iiV look of joy opes on its smiling face, , , . • : - 

.Turn’d' to that Power that suffers it to bloa*. _ ■ 
'■ i 'JOHX CLitRE..-'-. 
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3froin ‘‘tlbc 5)aisg.” 

S WEET are the Daisies that begem 
The blue fields of tlic sky, 

Beheld by all, and everywhere, 

Bright prototypes on high : — 

Bloom on, then, unpretending flower ! 

And to the waverer be i 
An emblem of St Baul’s content, 

St Stephen’s constancy. 

- D. M. Moir. 


jfi'oin “ Gob {s Bvei'gwbci'e.” 

A TRODDEN Dais}', from the sward, 
With tearful eye 1 took, 

And on its ruin’d glories I, 

With moving heart, did look ; 

For crush’d and broken though it was, 
That little flower was fair ; ' ' 

And oh ! I loved the dying bud — 

For God was there ! 


Roberi Nicole. 
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Ube 2)afss. 

W HEN first the teeming world was rife 
With beauty, plenty, light, and life ; 
When Nature’s Godhead, great and wise, 

Had look’d upon the earth and skies, 

And “ saw all good” that he had done. 

From glow-worm’s spark to rolling sun ; 

When every tnbe, and every race, 

Seem’d well contented with their place ; 

One little voice alone was heard 
To utter a complaining word. 

Creation’s Spirit, e\ er just, 

Turn’d to tlie murmuring thing of dust — 

“ Stand forth,” he said, “ and tremble not, 
Relate the evil of thy lot. 

Low as thou art, thou shalt be heard, — 
Stand forth, thou need’st not fear my word.” 

A tiny flower from the shade. 

Whose head soiree topp’d the emerald blade 
Came with a sad and plaintis e tone 
And thus address'd the Mighty One : 


I :o 
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" Oil ! gaze, Creator, gaze around, 

And see what brilliant tints abound. 

Tlie poppy, with its flaming breast, 
Outshines the crimson of the West ; 

The speedwell, with its azure hue, 

Teeps out and mocks the southern blue ; 
The foxglove sh.akes its ruby bells ; 

With purple pride the orchis swells j 
The dog-rose, with its dewy charms, 

Can lure the wild bee to its arms ; 

The cornflow er and the asphodel 

Arc homes where golden moths will dwell ; 

The primrose glitters in the beam, 

And pearly lily gems the stream ; 

The violet in its regal dress 
Wins the young zephyrs soft caress ; 

The pimpemcl, with scarlet star. 

Spangles the hill-top — trailing far : 

AH, all beside, are seen to wear 
Garbs richly gay, or sweetly fair ; 

Tlie meanest of my kindred shine 
With hues of rarer tint than mine. 

Oh ! who will praise, or who will seek 
My simple form and scentless clieek?” 

“ Hush 1” said the Spirit, “ well I know 
Thou hast no gaudy leaves to show' j 


I FLOWER AND LEAF'. 

i s'# 8^, 


But listen ! Learn what thou wilt bd : ; - 

Then change with an)> flower or tree. 

Tliou shalt become a favour’d thing 
With those v.ho sweep the burning string ; 

Tlie l3Te shall echo for thy sake, 

That brighter bloom shall fail to wake. 

A future son of Song and Fame 
Shall fling a halo round thy name ; 

The inspiration of thy flower ! 


I Shall kindle an immortal hour ; 

I And the ‘poor Daisy’ in his way 

? Shall mingle with the Poet's lay. 

Thou shalt be bound by mystic ties 
To guileless souls and infant eyes ; 

The lisping ones shall clutch thy stem, 

As tliough thy blossom were a gem. 

In spring-time troops of them shall come 

■ ; i To hail thee in thy fresh green home ; 

1 And loudly glad with bounding heart, 

■ i Tell all the world how dear titou art 

• ■ ' This, lowly Daisy, is thy lot, 

• , Say, canst thou be content, or not?” 

■ i . Tlie little floweret “ colour’d up” 

. . Till rosy redness fringed its cup ; 

. ^ ‘ ' And never has it lost the flush 

, ‘ . Of pride and joy that call'd the blush. 
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“'Forgive me, mighty Lord,'’ it cried j 
Creation’s realm, however wide. 

Holds nought for which I’d change my fate, 
And yield my blest, though humble state. 

The mountain pine may rear its head. 

The forest oak may nobi)' spread ; 

Tire rose may bloom, the jasmine breathe, 
The vine and eglantine may wreathe ; 

Of all that springs beneath the sun, 

I, tlie ‘ poor Daisy’ em^ none : 

For none can greater homage prove 
Than Minstrel's song and Clnldhood’s love.” 

ELI7\ COOk. 


ifroin “JDafsies.” 

S TAR of our childhood pure, ere yet we had 
Outgroun the lily, all our thoughts as whiti; 
As when your round and h.ippy faces bade 
"Good morning” to us, brothers in delight. 
From mom till shut of day. 


Up with the d.ay our paths of toil ye grace ; 

Still turning to the light, jour honest eye 
Bids us be plain and high as Truth’s own face, 
And n ith white deeds and sunbright chastity 
Our golden in.anhood crown. 
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And all the footpnnts ol our joy ye set 

In orient pearls, and on our griefs ye shine 
A star of hope upon our eyelids wet, 

Just touched uith some new rose of dawn divine. 
New life \ull make our onn. 

And uhen old age has bowed us and ne look 
Up to the stars no more, but track the dust, 

Sttll je forsake us not; by field and brook 

Our childhood's star shines back old lo% e and trust 
And lights our nom feet home. 

Nor even then when the last prayer is said. 

And the last lingering footstep dies an ay’, 

Do ye forsake the place where Love is laid, 

But o’er his grave keep humble watch each day, 
Till the great dawning comes. 

Angel or flower shall I call you, sweets? 

MTio share the long lone watchings of the heart. 
Trimming your deathless lamps in vrinter sleets 
And summer suns with the wise virgins’ art. 

To keep Love’s vigils there. 

Til! looking back from other worlds of light. 

Our earth may show', like you, a mild white star, 
And night and death, and tempest in the night, 

Be seen a wandering spot rose-fringed afa^ 

With mom and evening fair. 

Eluce Hopkins. 
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3f I'otn “ OLaufa.” 

B right-hearted with a goWen dream 

The little daisy lifts its head ; 

Its -nee lips glister Avet and red ; 

Its smile is as a thankful hymn. 

GuRAi.t) Masses*. 


ifroin H>aisB.” 

W HAT more ? a\*c took our last adieu, 
And up the snowy Spliigcn drcAv, 
But ere AA*e reach’d the liighest summit 
1 pluck’d a daisy, 1 ga\'e it you. 

It told of England then to me, 

And now it tells of Ital}*. 

O love, AAC tAA'o shall go no longer 
To lands of summer across the sea : 

So dear a life ) our arms enfold 
\\'hose crying is a cry for gold : 

Yet here to-hight in this dark city, 

When ill and Aveary, alone and cold, 

I found, tho’ cru-sh’d to hard and dry^, 

This nursling of another sky 

Still in the little book you lent me, 

And Avhcre you tenderly laid it by* : 
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And 1 forgot Uie clouded Forth 
'fhe'gloom that saddens Heaven and Eartli, 
The bitter east, the misty summer 
And gray metropolis of the North. 

Perchance, to lull the throbs of pain. 
Perchance, to charm a vacant brain, 

Perchance, to dream you still beside me. 

My fancy fled to the South again. 

Alfred Ten-nysot. 


Uo tbe Banbelion. 


D ear common fiorver, that gron-’st beside 
the way. 

Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold, 

, , First pledge of blithesome May, 

MTich diildren pluck, and, full of pride, uphold, 
.High-hearted buccaneers, o’l'rjoyed that they- 
An Eldorado in the grass have found, 

' .-Which not the rich c.arth’s ample round 
May match in' wealth — thou art more dear to me 
Than all the prouder summer-blooms rnay be. . 


V.?; } KDJ VIDUA J. FLOlVEliS. 


GoM such as liiinc ne’er drew the Spanish prow 
Through the primeval liush of Indian seas, 

Nor wrinkled the lean brow 
th' age, to rob the lover's heart of case ; 

'Tis the spring’s largess, which she scatters now 
'J'o rich and poor tilike, with lavish hand, 

Though most hearts never understand 
To take it as God’s value, but pass by 
The ofTered n eahh With unrewarded eye. 

’I'hou art my tropics and my Italy j 
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime ; 

The eyes tiiou givest me 
Arc in the licart, and heed notTpacc or time : 

Not in mid June the golden-cuirassed bee 
I'ccls a more summer-like warm ravishment 
In the white lily’s breezy tent, 

His fragrant Sybans, than I, wlien first 
From tlie dark green thy yellow circles burst 

Then think I of deep shadows on the grass — 

Of meadows where in sun the cattle graze, 

IVhcre. as the breezes pass, 

The gleaming rushes lean a thousand ways — 

Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy mass, 

Or whiten in tlie wind — of waters blue , 

That from the distance sparkle through 
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Some woodland gap — and of a sky above, ■ ' 
^^^lere one white cloud like a stray lamb doth, 


My childhood’s earliest thoughts are linked with . 
thee; ' - ' ' 

The sight of thee calls back the Robin’s song, 

Who, from the dark old tree 
Beside the door, sang clearly all day long, ' , - . 

And I, secure in childish piety, 

Listened as if I heard an Angel sing 
, With news from Heaven, which he could 
bring 

Fresh every day to my untainted ears, 

MTien birds and flowers and 1 were happy peers. 


How bke a prodigal doth Kature seem, 

MTien thou, for aU thy gold, so common art ! 

Thou teachest me to deem 
More sacredly of every human heart. 

Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam 
Of heaven, and could some wondrous secret show, 
Did we but pay the love we owe. 

And with a child’s undoubting wisdom look 
On all these living pages of God’s book. 

J.4.MES RUSSEU- LOtVELI-' 
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©11 tbc JDatuta HrDoi'ea. 

M ajestic plant l such faity dreams as lie 

Nursed, wlicrc the bee sucks in the cowslip’s 
bell, 

Ate not Dty train: — those flowers of vase-like swell 
Clear, large, with deny moonlight fill'd from high. 
And in their monumental purity 
Serenely drooping, round thee seem to draw 
Visions link’d strangely w ith that silent awe 
Which broods o'er sculpture’s rvorks. — A meet ally 
For those heroic forms, the simply grand 
Art thou : and worthy, carved by plastic hand, 

Above some kingly poet’s tomb to shine 
In spotless marble ; honouring one, whose strain 
Soar’d upon wings of thought that knew no stain 
Free through the starry heavens of truth divine, 

Felicia D. Hemans, 


XTbe Sprig ot lEglantiiie. 

F rom tins bleeding hand of mine, 
Take this sprig of Eglantine ; 

Which, though sweet unto your smell 
Yet the fretful briar will tell, 

He who plucks the sweets, shall prove 
Many thorns to be in love. 

Robert Herrick. 



ffcatl iFIowers. 

LUCK not the eglantine, - - 

But leave it there to bloom through sun- and 
shade. 

Wilt call it thine ? 

Poor eglantine I 
Then look to see it fade! 

Ah, grasp not earth’s delight. 

But only take its fragrance, passing by. 

Our paths are bright 
Through earth’s delight, 

WTiich in our grasp would die ! 

Anne Ev.\ns. 

Sweet Eglantine. 

S WEET Eglantine, whose fragrance rare 
Like incense loads die evening air. 

How closely do thy' arms entwine 
■This fore.st.oak, and like the vine, 

Eiitich the boughs thy weight that bear. 

Such lowly daring 1 would sh.are, 

• And hang upon the Strong my care 5 
And intitate thy instinct fme, 

1 ! ' Sweet Eglantine. . 
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And tliere is One ■\\ho loves to wear 
Whate\er flowers ofpraiSe and prayei 
Crown this dependent life of mine ; 

And so I grasp Ilis strength Divine, 

C inging like thcc, as on I fare, 

Sweet Eglantine. 

RlCttAtlD WlLtON 


"Cbc jEliu ant) tbc IRobin. 

A ROBIN perched upon a bouglv 
Puffed out his ruddy breast — 

Sajs he, “ Of csery tree, I vow, 

I love this Elm the best. 

How high she rears herself in air, 

How grand her summer green, 

How proud in w inter, slript and bare, — 

My noble forest queen ' ” 

The merry woodman whirls his axe, 

The Elm-tree bows her head, ^ 

Her last strong buttress j ieids and cracks — 
She falls, for ever dead. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 


The Robin nimbly flutters down, 

Unmoumful at her fate, 

And peers through all her shattered crown 
For flies to feast his mate. 

Earl of Soothesk 


“Sbe JEveuiug ptunrose, 

F air flower, tliat shun’st the glare of day^ 
Yet lov'st to open, meekly bold, 

'I'o CA'ening’s hues of sober gra) , 

Thy cup of paley gold ; 

Cethink the offering owing long 
To thee, and to this pensive hour, 

Of one brief tributary song, 

Though transient as thy flower. 

I lore to watch, at silent eve. 

Thy scattered blossoms’ lonely light, 

And hav e my inmost heart receive 
The influence of that sight. 

1 lore at such an hour to mark 
. Their beauty' greet the night-breeze chiil . 
.\nd shine, ’mid shadows gathering dark. 

The garden’s glory still. 
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Por such, 'tis sweet to think the while. 

When cares and griefs the breast invade, 

Is friendship’s animating smile 
In sorrow’s dark’ning shade. 

Thus, it bursts forth, like thy pale cup, 
Glist’ning amid its dewy tears, 

And bears the sinking spirit up 
Amid its chilling fears. 

But still more animating far. 

If meek Religion’s eye may trace, 

Even in tliy glimmering earth-born star. 

The holier hope of Grace. 

The hope, that as thy beauteous bloom 
Expands to glad the close of day, 

So dirough the shadows of the tomb 
May break forth Mercy’s ray. 

13ER^■aRD Barton. 


iBupbrasfa ©fficdialis ou Bse*=bi’igbt. 

T here is a flower, a tiny flower ; 

Its hue is white, but close ,within't , 
There is a spot of golden tint : 

Therein abides a wondrous juice. 

That hath, for such as know its use, 

A sweet and holy power. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 



It is the httle Euphrasy, 

Mliich you no doubt have often seen 
’Mid the tall grass of meadow green ■, 
But never deem’d so wee a wight 
Endow’d nith medicinal might 
To clear the darken d eye. 


And maybe now it hath no more 
The virtue which the kindly fays 
Bestow’d in fancy’s holy days ; 

Yet still the gold-eyed weedie springs, 

To show how pretty httle things j 
Were'hallow’d long of yore. ^ 

HARILUY CtmURIDOL. 


a foxing 3Fir'XCloo&. 

T hese lilUe hrs to day axe things t 
To clasp into a giant’s cap, ; 

Or fans to suit his lad 3 ’’s ]aj>. ' 

Erom many rvinters many springs 1 

Shall cherish them in strength and sap, 
Tii! ihtw be Tnarkcd upon the map, I 
A wciotl for the wind's wanderint's. 




/XJ}/l'V/m,1 L FLOWERS, 



Ail f.ccd K in liic sower's hands ; 

And wlwt At first was trained to spread 
Its shelter for some single head, — 

Yea, e\*cn such fellowship of wMnds, — 
rdny hide the >nnset, and the shade 
Of its great multitude be laid 
Upon the earth and cldet sands. 

D.tNTF, GAiiRinn RossniTi. 


tlo tbc 3fHl‘SC 3BU5b. 

L KT Hunts and old Chaucer unite 

The praise of the Daisy to sing, — 
I.et Wordsworth of Celandine write, 

And crown her Vtic Queen ot the Spring; 
The Jlyacinth's cla.ssical fame 
Let Milton cmhalni in his verse t 
Be mine the glad task to proclaim 
The charms of imiruinpeted Furze ! 

C3f all other bloom when bereft. 

And Sol wears his wintcry Screen, 

Thy sunshining blossoms are left 
To light up the common and green. 

O why should they envy the peer 
His perfume of spices and myrrhs, 

When the poorest their senses may cheer . 
Willi incense difnised from the Furze? 




FLOIVER AND LEAF. 



It IS bristled iMtIi thorns, I confess', 

But so IS the much flatter’d Rose : 

Is the sweet-briar lauded the less 
Because amid prickles it grows? 
’Tivere to cut off an epigram’s point. 

Or disfuruish a knight of his spurs. 

If ive foolishlj wish’d to disjoint 

Its arms from the lance-beanng Furze. 


Yc dabblers in mines, who would clutch 
The wealth which their bowels enfold , 
Seel Nature, witli Midas-bhe touch. 
Here turns a whole common to gold ; 
No niggard is she to the poor. 

But distributes whatever is hers. 

And the waj faring beggar is sure 
Of a tnbute of gold from the Furze. 

Ye worldlings ! learn hence to divide 
Your wealth with the children of want. 
Nor scorn, in your fortune and pride, 

« To be taught by the commonest plant. 
If the wisest new wisdom may draw 
From things humble, as reason avers, 
IVe too may receive Heaven’s law. 

And beneficence leam from the Furze. 


Horace Smiih. 



INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 



'Cbe ©cntianella. 

IN LEAP. 

G reen thou art, obscurely green, 

I\Ieanest plant among the mean ! - 

From the dust I took my birth : 

Thou, too, art a child of earth ; 

1 aspire not to be great; 

Scorn not thou my low estate ; 

Time will come when thou shall see 
Honour crown humility, 

Beauty set her seal on me. 

IN FLOWEH. 

Blue thou art, intensely blue, 

Flower, whence came thy dazzling hue ? 

When I open’d first mine ej e. 

Upward glancing to the sky, 

Straightway from the firmament 
Was the sapphire brilliance sent. 

Brighter glory wouldst iltmt share, 

Do what I did — look up IherCi 

What I could not, — look with prayer. ; 

James MoNtgomerv. ^ ' 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 




Uo tbc 3Fi1nge& ©cutiatu 

T hou blossom bright ■Rlth autumn dew, 

And coloured nith the hearen’s omi blue, 
That openest when the quiet light 
Succeeds the keen and fro-.ty night. 

Thou comest not when \iolets lean 
O'er wandering brooks and springs unseen, 

Or columbines, in purple dressed. 

Nod o’er the ground-bird’s hidden nest. 

Thou wailest late and com’st alone, 

When woods ate bare and birds are flow n, 

And frosts and shortening days portend, 

The aged year is near his end. 

Then doth thy sweet and quiet eye 
Look through its fringes to the sky. 

Blue— blue — as if that sky let fall 
A flower from its cerulean wall. 

I M ould that thus, when I shall see 
_The hour of death draw near to me, 

Hope, blossoming within my heart, 

May look to heaven as 1 depart 

WiLUAM Cuntun Brya>jt. 




INDIVIDUAL rLOJVERS. 


Wessons from tbc 6orsc. 

M OUNl'Alls gotses, cver-goldcn, 

Cnnkcred not the n-hoic yc.ir Jong ! 

1^0 3'e tc.ich i!s to be ‘.irong, 

( }Iow soever pricked and holdcii 
Idke your thorny biooms, and so 
'J'rodden on by min and snor\-, 

Up the hill side of this life, as bleak as wliere yc grow . 

Mcnnttain bhtssoms, shining blossoms, 

Do ye teach tis to be glad 
When no summer can be had. 

Blooming in our inward bosoms? 

Yo, nhom God prestrveth still, 

Set as lights upon a hill. 

Tokens to a rrintrj- earth, that Beauty liveth still I 

litountain gorses, do ye teach us 
From that academic chair 
Canopied nilh azure air. 

That the wisest word man reaches 
Is the humblest lie can speak ? 

Yc, who live on inomtain peak 
Yet live low along the ground, beside the grasses 
meek ! 




Mountain gorses, since Linnteus 
Knelt beside you on the sod. 

For your beauty thanking God,— 

For your teaching, you should see us 
Bowing in prostration new ! 

Whence arisen, — if one or two 
Drops be on our cheeks — O world ' the}' are not tears 
but dew. 

E. B. Brownixg. 


<Fras5 <7f B>ar»a5Sii5. 

O HAPPY singers, and happy song, 

That had never a pang of birth. 

When first in the human heart grew strong 
Earth, and the wonder of Earth ! 

Had I, too, lived when the Earth was vouno- 
Earth that is now so old, — 

When Faith and Fancy were of one tongue, 
-That are aliens now, and cold ; 

Then half of fancy, and half of faith, 

, I had woven, fair flower, for thee 
'A dreahi-like legend of love and death, 

’ ' To' Thatch thy jjurity. ■ 



hXDIVTDUAL FLOWERS. 


J. 


Tor not the drooping floT\er by the stream, 
Nor the flower that is written with woe, 
To the Earth has lent a lotelier gleam, 

To the heart a holier glow. 


But now I should mock thy loveliness, 
Or do thee despite, fair flower, 
a fable fashioned in antique dress. 
As an actor tricked for an hour. 


Rather I gather thee reverently 
From thy place in the rush-grown sod. 
And think, frail flower, were it only for thee, 
1 should know that God is God ' 


For if haply a power that was not divine, 

Or the forces of eartli or air, 

Could have moulded matter to life like mine, 
Or made thee a form so fair ; 


Yet only the God whom we love as Loie 
Could so ha^ e made me and thee. 

That diou by thy simple beauty canst move 
Such a world of love in me. 


F. W. BOfROlUOV. 



Ifjaemoiiy. 

A LITTLE dust the summer breeze 
Had sifted up \\ ithin a cleft, 

A slanted raindrop from the trees, 

A tiny seed by chance airs left — 

It was enough ; the seedling grew, 

And from the barren rock-lieart dren 
Her dimpled leaf and tender bud, 

And dens that did the bare rock stud , 

And cronned at length her simple head 
With utter sweetness, breathed afar, 

And burning like a dusky star — 

Sueetness upon so little fed. 

Ah me ! ah me ! 

And jet hearts go uncomforted. 

For hearts, dear Love, such seedlings are, 
That need so little, ah, so less 
Than little on this earth, to bear 
Tlie sun-sweet blossom, happiness ; 

And sing — those dying hearts that come 
I’o go — their .suan-song fljmg home. 

A touch, a tender tone — no mere — 

A face that lingers bj the door 
To turn and smile, a fond n ord said, 

A kiss — these things make heaven; and jet 
IVe do neglect, refuse, forget, 


142 
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To give that little, ere 'tis fled, 

Ah me ! ali me ! 

And sad hearts go uncomforted 

I asked of the& but little, nay, 

Not for the golden fniit thy bough 
Ripens for thee and thine who day 
By day bene<ith thy shadow grow , 

Only foi what, from that full store, 

Had made me rich, nor left thee poor, 

A drift of blossom, needed not 
I'or fruit, yet blessing some dim spot. 

A touch, a tender word soon said, 

Fond tones that seem our Dead again 
Come back after long years of jiain, 

-for t.lmse .to/ iiie.V .Ixe.o.d' iOed — 

Ah me i ah me ' 

Sad hearts that go uncoinforted. 

Ellice Hopkins 


Ubc UDnwtboi’ii anb tbc licitlb IRosc. 

I LEARNT a lesson from the flow ers to-day : — 
As o’er the fading hawthoni-blooras I sighed, 
Whose petals fair lay scattered far and wide ; 

Lo, suddenly upon a dancing spray 
I saw' the first wild-roses clustered gay. 


INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 




But in his eyes a mist unwonted rises, 

And for a moment clear 

Some sweet home face his foolish thought surprises 
And passes in a tear, — 

Some boyish vision of his Eastern village, 

Of uneventful toil. 

Where golden harvests followed quiet tillage 
Above a peaceful soil. 

One moment only, for the pick, uplifting, 

Through root and fibre cleaves. 

And on the muddy current slowly drifting 
Are swept thy bruisbd leaves. 

AnB yet, 0 poet, in thy homely fashion. 

Thy work thou dost fulfil, 

For on the turbid current of his passion 
Thy face is shining still ! 

Bret Harte. 


Ube UDOllg Uree. 

O READER ! hast thou ever stood to see 
The HoUy Tree? 

1 he eye that contemplates it well perceives 
Its glossy leaves 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Order’d by an intelligence so wise, 

As might confound the atheist’s sophistries. 

Below, a circling fence, its leaves are seen 
Wrinkled and keen. 

No grazing cattle through their prickly round 
Can reach to wound ; 

But, as they grow where nothing is to fear. 

Smooth and unarm’d the pointless leaves appear. 

I love to view these things with curious eyes. 
And moralize : 

And in this wisdom of the Holly Tree 
Can emblems see. 

Wherewith perchance to make a pleasant rhyme. 

One which may profit in the after time. 

Thus, though abroad perchance I might appear 
Harsh and austere ; 

To tliose who on my leisure would intrude. 
Reserved and rude ; — 

Gentle at home amid my friends I’d be, 

lake the high leaves upon the Holly Tree. 

And should my youth, as youth is apt I know,, 
Some harshness shoiv, 

All vain asperities I day by day 
Would wear away, 



I'ill the sihpoth temper of hiy age should be 
’ . Like the highdeaves upon the Holly Tree. 

• And as when all the summer trees are .seen 
' So brigh't and green, 

' The Holly" leaves a sober hue display 
' , T V. . Less bright than they ; 

-,But when the bore, and .wintry woods wc see, 
What then ,s6 cheerful as the Holly Tree ? 

, So'serious shotild my youth appear among 
The thoughtless throng ; 

So tvoitid I seem amid the 3’oiing and gay 
More gr.ive than they ; 

That in my age as cheerful I might be 
, As the green winter of the Hotly Tree. 

, , Robkrt Southev. 


SO110. 

N o — no— my love is no rose 

That only in sunshine .buds and grows, 
■And but to blue skies will its blooms enclose ; 

That withers away . ‘ ‘ . 

In an autumn day - , 

And dies in a dream oh drifting snows— 

•No — ho-riny lov'e-is no'Tose. ' 



FLOWER and leaf 


No — no — my lo\ e is no rose — 

My lo\ e is the Holly that ever is green 
Whether breeres are balmy or blasts are keen, 

The same that is still 
In days sullen and chill 

As ivhen snoned with blossom the orchards are seen 

\V. C. BEXxi.Tr. 


“Cibe ll3oU^>’s Ucacbing. 

R usted are the golden leaves, 

Gone the blossoms trooping. 

Gone the sparrows from the eaves. 

Rooks from elm-tops swooping: 

Gleamy moms bring gloomy days. 

To lurid sunsets tending ; 

Snow-drifts whiten woods and ways, — 

So the year is ending 

But though winds despoil, and snows 
Hill and hollow deaden, 

Wide the beacon Holly glows. 

Bright its berries redden ; 

Clear as with outspoken w'ord 
Hopeful comfort lending : 

“Though the years die, hath the Lord 
Of the dead years ending?” 

WlttlAM SMViER. 
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tCbe IfDoUs. 

’ ^ I 'IS a brave tree. While round its boughs in vain 
X The wairing v ind of January bites and girds, 

It holds the dusters of its cnmson grain, 

A winter pasture for the shivering birds. 

Oh patient holly, that the diildren love, 

No need for thee of smooth blue skies above : 

Oh green strong holly, shine amid the frost, 

Tliou dost not lose one leaf for sunshine lost. 

Augusta Webster. 


3Fi’oin “ /nbucb Hbo Hbout Ulotbino.” 


T he pleached bower, 

Where honeysuckles, ripened by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter ; like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it. 


Shakespeare. 


iboucgsucftic. 

S TOP 1 taste the balmy essence of this flower. 
That fondly twines about the dark-green fir; 
Tlie air is sweet, and, like a nnld-eyed saint, 

#It liveth doing good. The balmy gale 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Far wafts its odours to the lowly door 

Of yon small cot thatched with the dying heath,. 

And the old dame doth bless the laden wind. 

I do not think that e'er a tender ey e 

Looked on thee but with love, — that e’er a tongue 

Spoke of thee but with blessings and wath praise. 

Thy' lean red shanks cling round the dusty tnink, 
And send their white shoots through the brown rough 
bark, 

So true, so fond and frail-like th.at w'hen one 
Looks on tliee, his mind’s eye sees round God's 
throne 

White spirits breathing hymns and fed with love. 

Ye sweet, sw'eet flowers ! ye must have mutual love. 
For when one stalk, with its own beauty', droops. 
With oily leaves and breathing blossoms heasy. 

The others haste their sister to upraise. 

And, -winding round it wath affection’s grasp. 

Lift it from off the earth’s dark dreaded breast 
How' many nosegays have 1 often cuUed 
Of tliee, fair guiltless thief, for even thy name 
Tells how thou siickkst nature’s honeyed sweets. 

And lea\'’st her less wherewith to bless the rest. 

Thou art not very beauteous ; many flowers. 

With high-fnnged crests and gaudy-spotted leaves. 
Outstrip thy homely dress; but tell me one 
That blesseth ether w ith more fragrant smell ? 

’Tis ever thus. Furred robes and shining silks. 
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Oft Itide a poppy’s smell— a dastard mind ; 
And homely garments oft adorn a breagt 
That heaves at pity’s tale and tale of UTong, 
And, known by none, yet is a hiend to all. 


David Gkay. 


UDoneysucfUe. 

I PLUCKED a honeysuckle where 

The hedge on high is quick witli thorn, 
And climbing for the prize, was torn, 
And fouled my feet in quag-water ; 

And by the thorns and by the wind 
The blossom that I took was thinn'd, 
And yet I found it sweet and fair. 

Thence to a richer growth I came. 

Where, nursed m mellow intercourse, 
The honeysuckles sjirang by scores, 

Not harried like my single stem, 

All virgin lamps of scent and dew. 

So from my hand that first I thrciv. 

Yet plucked not any more of them. 


Dastk Gaericl RossLaui. 



3 fi-oin “Xlbc jflowcr anb tbe 2tcaf*” - . 

L aurel is the sign of labour crouTi’d, ' . - - , 
Which bears the bitter blast, nor shaker' fuhs , 
to ground : ’ i' - 

From winter winds it suffers no decay, * ' , 

For ever fresh and fair, and every month is 'Ma}'- ' 

E'en when the vital sap retreats below, ; • 

E’en when the hoary' head is hid in snotv. 

The life is in the leaf, and still between 

The fits of falling snow appears the streaky gret-n- 

Not so the flower, which lasts for little space, 

A short liv’d good, and an uncertain grace ; 

This way and that the feeble stem is driven, 

Weak to sustain the storms and injuries of hea^'en. 
Propp’d by the spring, it lifts aloft the head, 

But of a sickly beauty', soon to shed ; 

In summer linng, and in winter dead. 

For things of tender kind, for pleasure made, 

' Shoot up with swift increase, and sudden are decay’d. 
GEorntEY Chaucer by 


■ ffroiix Sonnet jcuh 

^OR sweetest .things turn sourest by their d^eds- 
L " ’ /Lilies that fester smell far wdree than weeds. 

. ■ Shakespe.^'-’''e,- 
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*' -ifi’oni Uliibci’woo&s.” 

I T is not growing like a tree 

In bulk, doilr make men Iretter be ; 

Or standing long an oak, three hundred jear, 

To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sear. 

A lily of a day, 

Is fairer far in Ma}', 

Altbougb it fall and die that night ; 

It was the plant, and flower of light. 

In small proportions we just beauties see, 

And in short measures, life may ])erfect be. 

13 KN JONSO^^ 


jfrom “Solomon.” 

T ake but the humblest lily of the field ; 

And if our pride u ill to our rea.son yield. 
It must by sure comparisons be shown 
That on the regal seat great David’s son. 

Array’d in all his robes, and tj'pes of power, 
Shines witli less glory than that simple flowar. 

Matthew Prior. 


■Co tbc 3Ln\?. 

S OFT silken flower I that in the dewy vale 

Unfold'st thy modest beauties to the morn. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. • 

And breath’st thy fragrance on her wandering.gale, ! 
O'er earth’s green fields and shadowy valley home; 

■WTien day has closed his dazzling aye.. 

And dying gales sink soft away ; 

When eve steals don-n the western sky. 

And mountains, woods, and vales decay ; 

Thy tender cups, that graceful swell, 

Droop sad'beneath her chilly dew; 

Thy odours seek their silken cell, 

And twilight veils their languid hue. 

But soon, fair flower ! the mom shall rise, 

And rear again thy pensive head ; 

Again unveil thy snouy d)'es, 

Again thy velvet foliage spread. 

Sweet child of spring ! like thee, in sorrow’s shade, 

' Full oft I mourn in tears and droop forfom ; 

And O 1 like thine, may' light my glooms pervade, 
And sorrow fly, before joy’s shining mom ! 

Axnt; Radcliffe. 



; jfroin “Ube Bi'itisb. jfibontbs.” 

F air flower, that oft in lowly glade 

, Dost hide’beneath'the greenwood shade 





'individual flowers. 



Than ^vhom the vernal gale 
None fairer wakes on bank or spray, 

Our England’s Lily of the May, 

Our Lily of the Vale ! . . . . 

What though nor care nor art be thine, 

The loom to ply, the thread to twine ; 

Yet, born to bloom and fade, 

Thee, too, a lovelier robe arrays. 

Than e’er in Israel’s brightest days 
Her wealthiest king array’d. 

Bishop Mant. 


Ube Xfis of tbc . 

W HITE bud, that in meek beauty so dost 
lean 

Thy cloister’d cheek as pale as moonlight snow, 
Thou seem’st beneath thy huge, high leaf of green 
An Eremite beneath his mountain brow. 

White bud 1 thou’rt emblem of a lovelier thing, 
The broken spirit that its anguish bears 
To silent shades, and there sits offering 
To Heaven the hoi}- fragrance of its tears. 

George Croly. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. rt 


ffifteentb Sunbas aftei* tTrinit^. 

“ Consider the lihcs of the field, how they grow.”^ — 
Si MArruEW m. 23. 

S WEET nurslings of the vernal sines, 
Bath’d in soft airs, and fed m’th detv. 
IMiat more than magic in you lies. 

To fill the heart’s fond view' ? 

In childhood’s sports, companions gay’. 

In sorrow, on Life’s downward way, 

How soothing ’ in our last decay 
Iticmorials prompt and true. 

Relics y e are of Eden’s bow ers, 

As pure, as fragrant, and as fair, 

As when y'C crown’d the sunshine hours 
Of happy wanderers there. 

Fall'n all beside — the world of life. 

How 13 It stain’d with fear and strife 1 
In Reason’s world what storms are rife, 
A^'l^at passions range and glare 1 

But cheerful and unchanged the while 
Your first and perfect form ye show, 

The same tliat won Ete’s matron smile 
In the world’s opening glow. 


INDinDUAL FLOWEHS. 


The stars of lieaven a course are taught 
Too high above our human thought ; 

Ye may be found if ye are sought, 

And as we gaze, we know. 

< 4 

f 

Ye dwell beside our paths and homes, 

Our paths of sin, our homes of sorrow, 
And guilty man, where’er he roams, 

Your innocent mirth may borrow. 

The birds of air before us fleet. 

They cannot brook our shame to meet — 
But we may taste your solace s.veet 
And come again to-morrow. 

Ye fearless in your nests abide — 

Nor may we scorn, too proudly wise, 
Your silent lessons, undescried 
By all but lowly ej'es ; 

For ye could draw th’ admiring gaze 
Of Him who worlds and hearts surveys ; 
Your order wild, your fragrant maze. 

He taught us how to prize. 

Ye felt your hlakeris smile that hour 
As when He paus'd and own'd you good 
His blessing on earth’s primal bower, 

Vfs tf nil 




What care ye now, if winter's stomi 
Sweep nitiiless o’er each silken form ? 
Christ’s blessing at your heart is warm, 


Ye fear no vexing mood. 

Alas ! of thousand bosoms kind, . - 

That daily court you and caress, 
flow few tire happy secret find 
Of your calm loveliness 1 
“ Live for to-day ! to-morrow’s light 
To-morrow’s cares shall bring to sight, 

Go sleep hke closing flowers at night, 

And Heaven thy mom will bless." 

John Keble. 


Ube SLilics of tbc jfielb. 

F lowers l when the Saviour’s calm benignant 
eye 

' Eell on your gentle beauty — nOren from you 
I - • . That heavenly lesson for all hearts he dretv, 

j Eternal, universal, as the sky — 

' ' Then, in the bosom ;Of your purity, 

' ; •- ,A voice He set, as in a temple-shrine, 

’ -Tlratlife’s quick travellers ne’er might pass you by,' 

, ; .XJmvarh’d’ of that-sweet oracle divine. .• 




And though too oft its low, celestial sound, 

By the harsh notes of work-day Care is drown'd, 

And the loud steps of vain unlistenjng Haste, 

Yet, the great ocean hath no tone of power 
Mightier to reach the soul, in thought’s hush’d hour, 
Than yours, ye Lilies ! chosen thus and graced ! 

, F EUCIA D. Hemaxs. 


3f com B 3Lfls ani) a 3Lute.’’ 

N ay ! but thou a spirit art ; 

Men shall take thee in the mart 
For the ghost of their best thought 
Raised at noon, and near them brought ; 

Or the prayers they made last night, 

Set before them all in nhite. 

jEtr: IXGFLOW. 


3Fcom “GonstDcc." 

C ONSIDER 

The lilies of the field whose bloom is brief 
We are as they, 

Like them we fade away 
As doth a leaf. 


Consider 

The lilies th?t do rcither spin nor toil, 

Yti .Ue most fair: — 

IVhat profits all this care 
And all this ( oil ? 

CHRistlNA Kossmi. 


rbc .^arioolb. 

W HKN v.ith '-etiou-) rnusiac I liehokl 

'Ilic gratemi and obsequio.is Madgold, 
lioir duly cver> inornmA she {ii''])b}s 
Her open hrensl rvlicn Pbothus spreads his rajs ; 
H'lw she oh-'cn'cs him m his d.-ily •.'all. 
htiU huidirg toiratds h<m nersmaH stender stalL ; 
Hon Tih',n he dor.n declines shedionps and mourns, 
Ikd- rred, as 'tiscie, v-ith tears tdl I e rcsrrns: 

And hor. sljt vtils her Ro\ er* v hen be is none — 
When tbi' t meditate, mciliinhs the Rorrers 
iTfare spirits nr mere g>'«tri/js th m oar . 

Ard tire tts fair rsjnjtdu X'a de-'idse 
ITc srr, tie fawrsrfs Knd nloL'me'' 

Wtreav-.rU e e ? o'er: the iarthly bclov, 

- T.'hi' I r ent Tir.t r^r srrn'rc ne l»v‘S‘‘w* 

t.torcr ■^tirurri 


t 



nWlVIDUAL FLOIVERS. 


H 6etf3sentane /llbarigolb. 

A BEE crept round m)' sun-like marigold 

And sucked the nectar from that Eastern bloom, 
Whose shining ancestrj' did once illume 
The sacred olive-garden — where of old 
Dark clouds of sorrow o’er tiie Saviour rolled. 

How strange this honied brightness to that gloom, 
That awful shadow of the Cross and tomb, 

That cup of gall and bitterness untold. 

0 Lord of love, blest Oriental Flower, 

Casting a gleam on this far western isle, 

Fain w ould I seek Thy face from hour to hour. 

To taste Thy sweetness and to feel Thy smile, — 
My comfort here, and Plant of rare lenown, 

My glory yonder, and my golden crown. 

Richard Wil'ion. 


Zbt tlDag flowcuB. 

S AD May flowers ! watched by winter stars 
And nursed by winter gales, 

With petals of the sleeted spars, 

And leaves of frozen sails ! 


FLOrVER AND LEAF. 


What had she in those dreary hours, 
Whlhin her ice-rimmed hay, 

In common with the wild wood flowers. 
The first sweet smiles of May? 

Yet “ God be praised !” the Pilgrim said, 
IVlio saw the blossoms peer 
Above the brown leaves, dry and dead, 

“ Behold our Maj flower here !’’ 

‘‘ God wills It . here our rest shall be, 

Our years of wandering o'er. 

For us the May flower of the sea, 

Shall spread her sails no more.’’ 

0 sacred flow'ers of faith and hope. 

As sweetly now as then 
Ye bloom on many a birchen slope, 

In many a pine dark glen. 

Behind he sea-wall’s rugged length, 
Unchanged, your leaves unfold, 

Like love behind the manly strength 
Of the brai e hearts of old. 

So live the fathers in their sons, 

Their sturdy faith be ours, 

And ours the love that overruns 
Its rocky strength with flowers. 

TCa — ■ ' 





INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 


The Pilgrim’s wild and wintry day 
Its shadous round us draws j 
The May flower of his stormy bay, 

Our Freedom’s struggling cause. 

But warmer suns ere long shall bring 
To life the frozen sod ; 

And, through dead leaves^ of hope, shall sprin 
Afresh the flowers of God ! 

John Greexleaf Whittifk 


H Sprfg of flDfgnoncttc. 

T he lingering perfume of thy flow er, 
Its dying fragrance, sadly sweet, 
Though faint to that of Summer’s bower. 
It still is soothing thus to greet. 

The gusty winds, the dark’ning cloud, 
The chilly mists, and rain, and dews, 
And drifted leaves which half enshroud 
Thy beauties, — all delight my Muse ; 

And boast a charm that far outvies 
The grace of Summer’s proudest day, 
When varied blooms of richer dyes 
Unfolded to the sun’s 'warm ray. 


To me thy yet sumving bloom ■ - - 

And lingering sweetness can recall _ • " 

Hearts which, unchill'd by gath'ring gloom, » 
Can meekly live and love through all. '] 

From such, in seasons dark and drear. 
Immortal hopes of noblest worth. 

Feelings and thoughts to Hrlue dear, 

Gush like thy dying fragrance forth, 

And fling a holier charm around 
Than prosperous hours could ever know ; 

For rapture’s smile less fair is found 
Than that which Patience lends to Woe \ 

Bkrkard Bartok. 


A ll things decay with time : The forest e,ees 

The growth and downfall of her aged trees ; 
That timber tall, which three-score lustres stood 
"The proud dictator of the state-like wood, 

T mean the sovereign of all plants, the oak, 

' -Droops, dies, and falls without the cleaver’s stroke. 

■ s'l '■ • Pobert HE itnicK. 



INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 

On tbc ©aft. 

At Oakixy, Somerset (1S32) 

I WAS a young fair tree; 

Fach spring M’ith quivering green 
My boughs n-erc dad ; and far 
Do^vn the deep rale, a light 
Shone from me on the eyes 
Of those who passed,— a liglit 
That told of sunny days, 

And blossoms, and blue sky , 

For I was ever first 
Of all the grove to hear 
The soft voice under ground 
or the vvarm-vvorking spring i 
And ere my brethren stirred 
Their sheathed buds, the kine. 

And the kme’s keeper, came 
Slow up the valley-path, 

And laid them underneath 
My cool and rustling leaves ; 

And I could feel them there 

As in the quiet shade 

They stood, with tender thoughts. 

That passed along their life , 

Like wings on a still lake— 

Blessing me; — and to God, 

The blessed God, who cares 


M: 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 

For all my little leaves. 

Went up the silent praise ; 

And I vas glad, mth joy 
Which life of labouring things 
111 knows, — the joy that sinks 
Into a life of rest 

Ages have fled since then : — 

But deem not my pierced trunk 
And scanty leafage serves 
No high behest, ray name 
Is sounded far and wide ; 

And in the Providence 
That guides the steps of men, 

Hundreds base come to view 
My grandeur in decay j 
And there hath passed from me 
A quiet influence 
Into the minds of men • 

The silver head of age, 

The majesty of laws, 

The very name of God, 

And holiest things that are, 

Have won upon the heart 
Of humankind the more. 

For that I stand to meet 
With vast and bleaclung trunk 
The rudeness of the sky. 

Henry Alford. 


t <)6 




INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 




Xlbe ©ab. 

W HAT gnarled stretcli, what depth of shade, is 
his ! 

There needs no crown to mark the forest’s king , 
How in his leaves outshines full summer’s bliss ! 

Sun, storm, rain, dew, to him their tribute bring. 
Which be nith such benignant roj'alty 
Accepts, as overpayeth what is lent ; 

All nature seems his vassal proud to be, 

And cunning only for his ornament. 

How towers he, too, amid the billowed snows 
An unquelled exile from the summer’s throne, 
Whose plain, uncinctured front more kingly shows, 
Now that the obscuring courtier leaves are flown. 
His boughs make music of the winter air. 

Jewelled with sleet, like some cathedral front 
Whose clinging snow-flakes with quaint art repair, 
The dints and furrows of time’s envious brunt. 

How doth his patient strength the rude March wind 
Persuade to seem glad breaths of summer breeze, 
And win the soil that fain would be unkind, 

To suell his revenues uith proud increase 1 
He is the gem ; and all the landscape wide 
(So doth his grandeur isolate the sense) 

Seems but the setting, worthless all beside, 

An empty socket, were he fallen thence. ’ 


FLOWER AAD LEAF. 



So, from oft comerse \\ith life’s ^\intry gales, 

Should man leam how to clasp with tougher roots 
The inspiring earth : — ^liow otherwise avails 
The leaf-creating sap that sunward shoots? 

So every year that falls with noiseless flake 
Should fill old scars upon the stormward side. 
And make hoar age revered for age’s sake, 

Not for traditions of youth’s leafy pride. 


So, from the pinched soil of churlish fate, 

True hearts compel the sap of sturdier growtli, 
x\nd between earth and heaven stand simply great, 
That these shall seem but their attendants both, 
Tor nature’s forces with obedient zeal 
Wait on the rooted faith and oaken will; 

As quickly the pretender’s cheat they feel. 

And turn mad Pucks to flout and mock him still. 


Lord ! all thy w orks are lessons — each contains 
Some emblem of man’s all-containing soul ; 

Shall he make fruitless all thy glorious pains, 
Delving within tbv grace an ejeless mole ? 

Make me tire least of thy Dodona-grove, 

Cause me some message of thy truth to bring, 
Speak but a word through me, nor let thy love 
Among my boughs disdain to perch and sing. 

jA-\rE5 Rt’SSLLI- LOWKLU 

Tss ' ~ * ^ ^ 



FLOWERS, 


iTo an ©Uve Branch. 


S ADLY I %\alkt within the field 

To see what comfort it would yield : 
And as I went ray private way, 

An Olive branch before me lay ; 

And seeing it, I made a stay. 

And took it up, and view’d it ; then 
Kissing the omen, said Amen : 

Be, be it so, and let this be 
A Divination unto me : 

That in short time my woes shall cease 
And Love shall crown my end tnth peace. 

Robert Herrtck. 


■Cbe ©line Uree. 

T he Palm — the Vine — the Cedar — each hath 
power 

To bid fair Oriental shapes glance by. 

And each quick glistening of the Laurel bower 
Wafts Grecian images o’er fancy’s eye. 

But thou pale Olive ! — ^in thy branches lie 
Far deeper spells than prophet grove of old 



n.oirrj: ^h\'i> ix.u . 




t’cr cn-sUnne '-1 tmiVl nul hi-ir ihce 
To the v.ind', faufic't «hi<j tt, nor WJinhi 
<5ne shKef ofth\ IcAVts' riwn stKcty t^tcen, 

Uhtnii }\i/,h thoui;ht< and s-olemn, of ihti ‘^v nc 
When, m the g'ltdtu, the Redoctmr jitaj'd — 
When jnU' l-toh’d «{Mn hit f.iindng head, 
And antteis. nnnitt’nng m M<cn! dsi,eul. 

TieniWed, pe'Tii mce, within /-O} itcmliling thide. 

J 1 1 uiA IX HratvNs 


<II)C ipnssion jflowcr. 

A rt thou ft Upe of beaut), or of power, 

Of suca enrolment, or dKatiroiit sin? 

For carh thy name dcnotetli, Paisioii-llowcr I 
O no I thy pure corolia’s dcplli uithm 
We trace a holier symbol ; yea, a sijjn 

'Twim God and man; ft record of that hour 

♦ 

When the expiatory Act divine 
Cancelled that curse which was our mortal dou’cr. 
It is the Cross 1 never hath Psalmist’s longue 
Fitlier of hojie to human frailty sung 
Than this mute Teacher in a floret's breast — 

A star of guidance the wild woods among; 

A page, with more than lettered lore imprest ; 
iV beacon to the liaX'Cns of the Blest. 


i 

I 

l 
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INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 


Ube SlgTj of tbe ip>ine*=tfee. 

I KNOW what the forest saith. 

The forest of dark green pines, 

That are moved by the wild wind’s breath 
When the cold clear starlight shines, 
And the tides of the deep air- ocean 
Come rolling through their lines. 

I know, but I cannot tell, 

Por want of the mystic speech, 

And the words ineffable, 

That wisdom cannot leach, 

Ev’n on her highest mountain 
Where she sits beyond our reach. 

But I listen all night long 
To the low eternal sigh — 

To the melancholy song, 

Burthen’d with mysteries high — 
Earth-moanings set to music 
On the harps of the upper sky. 

I listen all night through, 

And ever and ever I hear 
One word that seems as two. 

And two that mingle clear 
Into a third low whisper, 

Far off, but drawing near. ' 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 

I feel what the forest sings 

With its weird unearthly breath. — 

Three thoughts — three words — three things : 

Sorrow- and Lore and Death. 

The myster)' ! the mystery ! 

Behold what the pine-tree saith ! 

Charles M.tcKAV. 


“Ebe pine. 

T he elm lets fall its leaves before the frost, 

The very oak grow'S shivering and sere, 

The trees are barren when the summer’s lost; 

But one tr^e keeps its goodness all the jear. 
Green pine, unchanging as the da) s go by, 

Thou art thv self beneath whatever sky : 

Thj shelter from all winds, m) own strong pine, 
’Tis spring, ’tis summer, still, while thou art mine. 

Augusta Webster. 


poor TRobin. 

N ow when the primrose makes a splendid show, 
And lilies face the March-winds in full blow, 
And humbler growths as moved w ith one desire 
Put on, to welcome spring, their best attire, 



INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 



Poor Robin* is yet flowerless j but how gay 
With his red stalks upon this sunny day ! 

And, as his tufts of leaves he spreads, content 
With a hard bed and scanty nourishment, 

Mixed with the green, some shine not lacking power 
To Jival summer's brightest scarlet flower; 

And flowers they well might seem to passers-by. 

If looked at only with n. careless eye ; 

Flowers — or a richer produce (did it suit 
The season) sprinklings of ripe strawberry fruit. 

But while a thousand pleasures come unsought, 

Why fix upon his wealth or want a thought ? 

Is the string touched in prelude to a lay 
Of pretty fancies that rvould round him play 
When all the world acknowledged elfin sway ? 

Or does it suit our humour to commend 
Poor Robin as a sure and crafty friend, 

Whose practice teaches, spite of names to show 
Bright colours whether they deceive or no? — 

Nay, we would simply praise the free good-will 
With which, though slighted, he, on naked hill 
Or in warm valley, seeks his part to fill ; 

Cheerful alike if bare of flowers as now. 

Or when his tiny gems shall deck his brow : 

Yet more, we wish that men by men despised. 

And such as lift their foreheads overprized, 

* Tire small white geranium. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 

Should sometimes think, where’er they chance to'spy - ■ , 
This child of Nature’s own humility, - • / " , 

What recompense is kept in store or left ■ - 

For all that seem neglected or bereft ; . ' ' 

With what nice care equivalents are given. 

How just, how bountiful, the hand of Heaven- '■ 
William Wordsw'orth. ■ 

TCbe fflowei- of tbe 3FieI&. 

'"T^HERE grew a poppy in a plot of corn, 

J- And three men went thereby, before the heat , 
Had drawn from out the field beneath their feet 
The freshness of the dew-drops and the mom. 

Then did the loveliness of that lone flower 
Strike in upon the sense of all the three ; 

And one, a youth, spake in that thoughtful hour. 

And said, “ Methinks this poppy well might be 
Some rich dark Southern beauty, sleepy-sweet, 




Girt with a bending ring of gracious men." 

The second, one that was of riper years. 

Made answ^er, — “ Nay, a blood-red banner tom 
By steel of strife, and blown with winds of war. 

And guarded round by ranks of shining spears." 

Then spake to them the third whose head was hoar — 
“ Death comes to love and war ; what did they then? 
This flower has one speech only unto me — 

Tiiat man is as the grass, and all his pride, ' , ' ‘ 

1 74V Z ^ ^ . /'v 



Of war, and beaut)’ of love, shall suddenly 
Fade like the flowers in the sad autumn-tide ; 

The wind sweeps over them, and they are gone.” 
And thereupon those three went silent on, 

And the low sunlight lay uncrossed by shade 
Until a maiden came, nbo bummed a song 
For very gladness, as she tripped along, 

The freshness of the moining in her eyes; 

Nor was she moved as they, in any wise, 

To any thought of that which makes afraid, 

But stopped and plucked the poppy from the ground 
And set it on the whiteness of her dress, 

And so passed on, with added loveliness. 

No hidden inner meaning had she found. 

Nor thought of strife or death to make her sad — 

The sole sweet beauty was enough for her : 

She took God’s thought, the poppy, and was glad — 
So was she Nature’s best interpreter. 

Anon. 


piimroses. 

W HY do ye weep, sweet babes ? can tears 
Speak grief to you, 

Who were but bom 
J ust as the modest morn 
Teem’d her refreshing dew? 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Alas, you have not known that shower 
That mars a flower, 

Nor felt til’ unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind; 

Nor are ye worn with years. 

Or waqi’d as we, 

Who think it strange to see 
Such pretty flowers, like to orphans young. 
To speak by tears, before ye have a tongue. 


Speak, whimp’ring younglings, and make known 
The reason why 
Ye droop and weep ; 

Is it for want of sleep, 

Qr childish lullaby? 

Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The violet ? 

Or brought a kiss 
From that Sweet-heart to this ? 

— No, no, this sorrow shown 
By your tears shed, 

• AVould have this lecture read, 

That things of greatest, so of meanest worth, 
Conceived with grief are, and with tears brought forth. 

, , - Rodkrt HirRRict^ - 




jTroin “ ilictei* Bell.” 

A PRIMROSE b)- a river’s brim 
A }ellow primrose x^as to him, 

And it was nothing more. 

William Wordsworth. 


Uo an JEafle ipilinrose. 

M ild offspring of a dark and sullen sire! 

Whose modest form, so delicately fine, 

Was nurs’d in whirling storms, 

And cradled in the winds — 

Thee when young Spring first question’d Winter’s 
sway 

And dar’d the sturdy blusterer to the fight, 

Thee on this bank he threw 
To mark his victor)’. 

In this low vale, the promise of the year, 

Serene thou openest to the nipping gale, 

Unnoticed and alone, 

Thy tender elegance. 





So Virtue blooms, brought forth amid the storms 
Of chill adversity , in some lone tralk 
Of life she rears her head, 

Obscure and unobserv’d ; 

^\^^lle ever} bleaching breeze that on her blows 
Chastens her spotless punt} of breast. 

And hardens her to bear 
Serene the ills of life 

Hevry Kirki, White 


Ube ipi'Unrosc. 

T he milk-Mhite blossoms of the thorn 
Are waving o’er the pool, 

Moved b} the wand that breathes along 
So sweetly and so cool. 

The haw thorn clusters bloom abov e, 

The pnmrose hides below. 

And on the lonely passer by 
A modest glance doth throw ' 

The humble Primrose’ bonnie face 
1 meet it every w here ; 

W’here other flowers disdain to bloom 
It comes and nestles there. 
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, ixmmnrAL^FLoivnRs. 


Like God’s Ow n light, on every place 
In glory it doth fall j 
And uhere its dwelling place is made, 
It -straightwa) hallows all 1 


Where’er the green-winged linnet sings 
The Primrose bloometh lone ; 

And lox’C it wins — deep love — from all 
Tl'ho gare its sweetness on. 

On field-paths narrow, and in woods 
\\c meet thee near and far, 

Till thou becomest prized and loved, 
As things familiar are ! 

The stars .are sweet .at eventide, 

But cold, and far away ; 

The clouds are soft in summer time, 
But all unstable they ; 
llie rose is rich — but pride of place 
Js far too high for me — 

God’s simple common things I love — 
My Primiose, such as thee 1 

I love the fireside of my home, 

Because all sympathies. 

The feelings fond of every day. 

Around its circle rise. 




FLOWER AND LEAF. 


And wliile admiring all the flowers • • : 

That Summer suns can give, ’ 

Within my heart the Primrose sweet 
In lowly love doth live ! 

Robert Nicoll. 


5tt Spring. 

S WEET primrose-time ! when thou art here 
I go by grassy ledges 
Of long lane-side, and pasture-mead, 

And moss-entangled hedges : 


And all about her army gay 
The primrose weather musters, 
In single knots, and scatter’d files. 
And constellated clusters. 


And golden-headed children go 
Among the golden blossoms, 

And harvest a whole meadow’s wealth. 
Heap'd in their dainty bosoms, 

'.-Alt 2 play your play, sweet little ones, 
While life is gladness only : 

' Nor ask-an equal mirth from hearts 
•'.Which, e’en with you, are lonely. 


mDI'VIDUAL FLOM^ERS. 



' God to His flowers His flowers gives, 

Pure happiness undoying : 

Wiiilst they, ^vhose primrose time is past, 
Enjoy in your enjoying. 

Francis Turner Palgrave. 


, XCbe IRbobora, 

On being asked, Whence is ihe Flower? 


I N May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes, 

I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods, 
Spreading its leafless blooms in the damp nook. 

To p’lease the desert and the sluggish hrooh ; 

The purple petals, fallen in the pool, 

Made the black water with their beauty gay j 
Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool. 
And court the flower that cheapens his array. 
Rhodora ! if the sages ask thee why_ 

This charm is wasted on the marsh and sky. 

Dear, tell them that if eyes were made for seeing. 
Then Beauty is its own e’icuse for being : 

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose ! 

I never thought to ask, I never knew ; 

But in my simple ignorance, suppose 
The self-same Power that brought me there brought 
you. 


R-alph Waldo Emerson. 



FLOWKK and 
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Sonnet. I : 

^ HOW «»h more doth to>..y 

-«chu...do..,siv.. ,■> 

rose look fair, bu, tor «.tde™_ , . , 

For that sweet odour which doth in it nc , 

The canker-blooms have full as deep a d\ e 
ks the perfumed tincture of the roses, 

Hang on such thorns, and play “ °^j'^jiscloscs: 
^Vhen svimmer’s breath their mar ‘c 

But, for tlieir virtue only is their show, 

They live unwoo’d and unrespected lade, 

, Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so , 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours 

And so of you. beauteous and lovely 
When that shall fade, my verse distils you 

WILUAM SHAKESUE-^Kn. 


jfrom “TEbc ipiassionatc pUovim- 

([[^WEET Rose, fair Flower, untimely pluck d, soo 

O faded, .. . . - , 

Pluck’d in the bud, and faded in the spnng. 

• - ■ ■ WlLLI.AM SKAKESPE-VRE.- 




AVD/FWU:4Z FLOWERS. 


3 Fi‘om “©tbcllo.” 

W HEN I have plucked the Hose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It must needs wither; I’ll smell it on the tree. 

WllXlAM .SHIKESPCAKE. 


H 1l?06e. 

A rose, as fair as ever saw the North, 

Grew in a little garden all alone ; 

A sweeter flower did Nature ne’er put forth, 

Nor fairer garden yet was never known : 

The maidens danc’t about it more and more 
And learned bards of it their ditties made ; 

The nimble fairies, by the pale fac'd moon, 

Water’d the root, and kiss’d her pretty shade. 

But, w elladay, the gard’ner careless grew ; 

The maids and fames both were kept away. 

And in a drought the caterpillars threw 
Themselves upon the bud and every spray. 

God shield the stock 1 jf heaven send no supplies 
I'he fairest blossom of the garden dies. 

William Browne. 


FLOWER AND LEAF^ 



3fcom ‘^'^0 tDirgins.” 

G ather ye rose-buds while ye may;, . • 
Old Time is still a-flying ; ' . 

Aud this same flower that smiles to-day, - ■, 

To-morrow will be dying. 

Robert Herrick-, 


fvoin ^‘tPlrtiic." 

S WEET rose, whose hue angry and brave 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye, 

Thy root is ever in the grave 
And thou must die. 

GEORGE H ERBERT 


. OOi Xopels IRqsc. 


© 


O, lovely rose! 

Tell her, that wastes her time and me 


' - r , ; That now she knows, , 

' A^flren' I resemble her to thee, , : , 
■ How:sweet and fair she seems to be. 



INDIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 


Tell -her that's young, 

And shuns to have her graces spied, 
That had'st thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 

Thou must have uncommended died. 


Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired ; 

Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herself to be desired, 

And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die, that site 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee ; 

How small a part of lime they share, 

That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 

Edmund Walldr- 


Yet, though thou fade, 

From thy dead leaves let fragrance' rise, 
And teach the maid 

That goodness Time’s rude hand defies, 
That virtue lives when beauty dies. 


Henry Kirke White. 


FLOWER AND LEAF... . 


; ' '*: 


■Ebe IRose’s lE>nbe. ' , ! < ' 

rr^HOU blushi.g rose, within whose : 

i The wanton wnd to sport himself presum , 
^Vhilst from their rifled wardrobe he revives ^ ■■ , , ,•■ 
For his wings purple, for his breath perfumes . . - ■ , 

Blown in the morning, thou shah fade J 

mat boots a life which in such _ 

Thou'rt wondrous frolic, being to re . > 

And passing proud a little colour 

Sir Richard Fansh.^uk- 


lEbc IRose. 

rose had been washed, just washed 
X shower, 

mich Mar>' to Anna conveyed, 

The plentiful moisture encumbered the flower, 

■ ■ And weighed down its beautiful head. 

. The cup was all filled, and the leaves were all wet. 
And it seemed, to a fanciful view, 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret - - ■ . 

■ ' Oh the flourishing bush where it grew. • 
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I hastily seized it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegay, so dripping and diovrncd ; 
And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 

1 snapped it — it fell to the ground. 


“And sHcli,’’ I e.\d.iimed, “is tlie pitiless part 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resigned 

" This elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 

Might have bloomed with its owner awhile ; 
z\nd the tear that is wiped with a little address 
May be followed perhaps by a smile.” 

William Cowpek. 


jfroin “ Ubc Kanlts o’ 3i>oon.” 

W I' lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Tu’ sweet upon its thorny tree. 
And my fause lover stole my rose, 

But, ah ! he left the thorn ivi’ me ! 


Robert Burns. 
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Song. 

T he rose that veeps with morning dew, 
And glitters in the sunny ray, 

In tears and smiles resembles you, 

When Love breaks Sorrow’s cloud away. 

The dews that bend the blushing flower 
Enrich the scent — renew the glow ; 

So Love’s sweet tears evalt liis power, 

So bliss more brightly shines by woe ! 

Assn R VDCLIFFE. 


'afs tbc Xast IRosc of Summer^ 

’ '■'I "'IS the last rose of summer 
JL Left blooming alone j 
All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone ; 

No flower of her kindred, 

No rose-bud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes, 

Or give sigh for sigh. 


i 
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I'll not leave thee, thou lone one ! 

To pine on the stem ; 

Since the lovely are sleeping, , 
Go, sleep thou with them. 

Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed, 

Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 


So soon may 7" follow 
When friendships decay, 

And from Love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away. 

IVhen true hearts lie n ither’d ^ 

And fond ones are flown. 

Oh ! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone ? 

THOMA.S MOORC. 


UranspIanteZ) jflowers. 

Y e living gems of cold and fragrant fire ! 

Die ye for ever, tvhen ye die, ye flowers? 
Take ye, w'hen in your beauty ye e\pire, 

An everlasting farewell of your bowers ? 

No more to listen to the wooing air. 

And song-brought morn, the cloud-ting’d woodlands 
o’er ! 


FLOirEH AKD LEAF. 




No more to June’s soft lips your breasts to bare. 

And drink fond evening’s dewy breath no more ! 

Soon fades the sweetest, first the fairest dies, 

For frail and fair are sisters ; but the heart. 

Fill’d with deep lo\e, death’s pow'er to kill denies,. 
And sobs e’en o’er the dead, “ We cannot part !” 
Have I not seen thee, Wild Rose, in my dreams ? 
Like a pure spirit — beauteous as the skies, 

When the clear blue is bnghtest, and the streams 
Dance dow n the hills, reflecting the rich d) es 
Of morning clouds, and cistus woodbine-twined — 
Didst thou not wake me from a dream of death? 

Yea, and thy voice was sweeter than the wind 
M'hen it cnhales the love-sick violet’s breath. 

Bending it down with kisses, where the bee 
Hums o\er golden gorse and sunny broom. 

Soul of the Rose ! what said'st thou then to me? 

“ We meet,” thou said’st, though sever'd by the tomb: 
brother, this is heas'n! and, thus the just shall 
bloom. 

Eben'ezer Elliott. 


3from “jfottctb Sunbaw in 2xnt.” 

W HY should gentle heaits and true 

Ikare to the rude world's withering 

siew 

Their treasure of delight ! 
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No — let the dainty rose awhile 
' Her bashful fragrance hide — 

Rend not her silken veil too soon, 

But leave her, in her own soft noon, 

To flourish and abide. 

John Kebi-e. 


a Hbougbt of tbe TRose. 

H ow much of memor)' dwells amidst thy bloom, 
Rose ! ever \\ earing beaut)' for thy dower ! 
The bridal-day — the festival — the tomb — 

Thou hast thy part in each, thou stateliest flower ! 

Therefore with thy soft breath come floating by 
A thousand images of love or grief. 

Dreams, fill’d with tokens of mortality. 

Deep thoughts of all things beautiful and brief. 

Not such thy spells o’er those that hail’d thee first, 

In the clear light of Eden’s golden day ! 

There thy rich leaves to crimson glory burst, 

Link’d uith no dim remembrance of decay. 

Rose ’ for the banquet gather’d, and the bier) 

Rose 1 colour’d now by human hope and pain ; 
Surely uhere death is not — nor cliange, nor fear, 

Yet may ue meet thee, joy’s oun flower, again 1 

Ffeicia D. Hemans. 



FLOiyEK Am LEAF. 


jFi’om “ipassfno awaj?." 

I T is written on the rose 
In its gloi3'’s full array — 

Read vshat those buds disclose — 

“ Passing away." 
Felicia D. Hem.4NS, 


jfcom “ a Scene on tlie ffianfts of tbe 
TDu&son.” 

L oveliest of lo\ely things are they, 
On earth that soonest pass away. 
The rose that li\es its little hour 
Is prized beyond the sculptured flow er. 

William Cullen Bryant. 


ffroin fiDiss Iftilinansegg.” 

P OOR Peggy hawks nosegays from street to street 
Till — thmk of that who find life so sweet ! — 
She hates the smell of roses. 

Thomas Hood. 
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■;. Timbfte IRose.’’ 

R ose of the desert ! thou art to me 
A emblem of stainless purit)', — 

Of those who, beeping their garments white, 
Walk on through life with steps aright. 

David Macbeth Moir. 


H 2Dcab ,TRosc. 

O ROSE, u’ho dares to name thee? 

. No longer roseate now, nor soft, nor sweet, 

But pale and hard and dry as stubble wheat, — 

Kept seven years in a drawer, thy titles shame thee. 

The breeze that used to blow thee 
Between the hedgerow thorns, and take away 
An odour up the lane to last all day, — 

If breathing now, ensweetened, would forego thee. ' 

The sun that used to smite thee, '■ • 

And mix his glory in thy gorgeous urn ■ - ’ ' 

Till beam appeared to bloom, and flower to burn, 

If shining now, with not a hue would light thee..; - V; - 


f ^ 
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The dew that used to wet thee, 

And, white first, grow incarnadined because 
It lay upon thee where the crimson was, — 

If dropping now, would darken where it met thee. 

The fly that ’lit upon thee 
To stretch the lendnls of its tin> feet 
Along th) leafs pure edges after heat,— 

If ’lighting now, would coldl) oiernin thee 


The bee that once did suck thee. 

And build thy perfumed ambers up his hue, 

And swoon in thee for joj, till scarce alive, — 
if passing now, would blindl> overlook thee. 

The heart doth rccognirc thee, 

Alone, alone 1 the heart doth smell thee sweet, 

Doili view thee fair, doUi judge thee most complete, 
PerceiMT’g all these changes that disguise thee. 


Yes, ard the heart doth owe thee, 

More love, dead rose, than to any rose-s bold 
■Which Julia wears at dance', smihng cold: — 

Lie still upon this heart which breaks below thee I 
I't 1/ M itih Barrett Browning. 
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3 Fi' 0 in “ 21 %n\> of tbc Barlp IRosc.” 

A rose once grew witilin 
A garden April-green, 

In her lonenesb, in her loneness, 

And Ihe fairer for that oneness. 

A white rose delicate 

On a tall bough and straight : 

Early comer, early comer, 

Never naiting for the summer. 

Her pretty gestes did w in 
South M inds to let her in. 

In her loneness, in her loneness. 

All the fairer for that oneness. 

“ For if I wait,” said she, 

“Till time for roses be,— 

For the moss-rose and the musk-rose, 
Maiden-blush and royal-dusk rose, — 

“ What glory then for me 
In such a company? — 

Roses plenty, roses plenty, 

And one nightingale for twenty 
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“ Nay, let me in," said she, 
“ Before the rest arc free. 
In my {oneness, in my loneness. 
All the fairer for that oneness. 


“ For 1 would lonely stand 
Uplifting my white hand, — 

On a mission, on a mission. 

To declare a coming vision. 

“ Upon which lifted sign, 

What worship vvill be mine ! 

What addressing, nhal caressing ' 

And what thanks and praise and blessing ’ 

“ A a ind-like joy trill rush 
Through every tree and bush, 
Bending sofdy in affection 
And spontaneous benediction. 


“Three larks shall leave a cloud. 
To my whiter beauty voacd. 
Singing- ghdly all the mooatide. 

Never waiting for the suntide. 

“Ten nightingales shall flee 
Tlieir woods for love of me. 
Singing sadly all the suntide, 

Never waiting for the moontide. 
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But ah, — alas for her 1 

No thing did minister 
To her praises, to her praises, 

More than might unto a daisy’s. 

No tree nor bush was seen 

To boast a perfect green. 

Scarcely having, scarcely having, 

One leaf broad enough for waving. 

The lark, too high or low, 

I ween, did miss her so. 

With his nest down m the gorses, 

And his song in the star-courses. 

The nightingale did please 

To loiter beyond seas : 

Guess him in the Happy islands. 
Learning music from the silence ! 

— Poor Rose, to be misknown ! 

Would she had ne’er been blown, 
In her loneness, in her loneness, 

All the sadder for that oneness ! 


E. B. Browning. 
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Snceuse of Jflowers. 

T his rich abundance of the rose, its breath 

On which I almost think ray soul could live 
This sweet ambrosia, which even in death 
Its leaves hold on to give — 


IVhence is it? From dank earth or scentless air? 

Or from the inner sanctuaries of heaven ? 

IVe probe the branch, tlie root — no incense there— 
O God, whence is it given ? 


Is it the essence of tlie morning dew, 

Or distillation of a purer sphere — 

The breath of the immortals coming through 
To us immortals here? 

Exquisite myster)*, my heart devours 
The living inspiration, and 1 know 
Sweet revelations witlt the breath of flowers 
Into our beings flow. 

Robert Leighton 


Ubc ■©atlb TRoscs, 

I WALKED in the joyous morning. 
The morning of June and life, . 
Ere the birds had ceased to warble 
Their sweetest of lot e and strife. 
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I walked aione, in the morning, 
And wiio Eo glad as I, 

When I feaw the pale wild roses 
Hang from tire branch on high ? 

Fairer than stars were the roses, 
Faint was the fragrance and rare, 

Kol any flower in the garden 
Could with those roses compare. 

But the day was all before me, 

The tumult of youth’s delight j 

^Vliy bear a burden of loses 
Before the calm of the night? 

Let them stay awhile to gladden 
Tlie air, and the earth below, 

With tender beauty and sweetness 
The^' cannot choose but bestow. 

So I kissed the roses, and lightly 
1 breathed of their breath di\ inc 

It is time when I come back, I said. 
To make tlic sweet roses mine 

1 went in the gladsome morning, — 

I said, we part for an hour; 

The branch of wild roses trembled, 
The dew was on every flower. 
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I returned in the joyless evening, 

I yearned with passion then 
For the pale and peerless roses 
I never should see again. 

For another had taken delight 
In colour and perfume rare, 

And another hand had gathered 
My roses beyond compare. 

I may wander east, may wander west, 
^^’herever the sun doth shine, 

I never shall find the wild roses, 

The roses I thought were mine. 

Elizabeth D. Bullock. 


Song. 

W HEN the Rose came I loved the Rose, 
And thought of none beside, 
F'orgetting all the other flowers, 

• ' And all the others died ; 

And mom and noon, and sun and showers, 

. ' .^d all things loved the Rose, 
lyiio only half returned my love, 

Blooming alike for those. , ' ' 
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I was the rival of a score 
Of loves on gaudy wing. 

The nightingale I would implore 
For pity not to sing 5 
Each called her his ; still I was glad 
To wait or take my part; 

I loved the Rose — ^who might have had 
The fairest lily’s heart. 

Arthur O’Shaughnessy. 


Ube jfalUno TRose. 

P ASS, falling rose ! 

Not now the glory of the spring is round thee ; 
Not now the air of summer round thee blows ; 
Pallid and chill the autumn’s mists have found thee; 
Pass, falling rose ! 


Pass, falling rose ! 

Where are the songs that wooed thy glad unfolding? 
Only the south the wood-dove’s soft wail 
knows , 

Far soutliern eaves the swallow’s nest are holding ; 
Pass, falling rose 1 


FLOXrER A. XI) LEAF. 


Pass, falling rose '. 

Linger the blooms to birth thy glory wooing? 

Linger the hues th.at hired thee to disclose? 
Long, long, their leases the dark earth have been 
sirea ing ; 

Pass, falling rose ! 

Wiixian Cos BcN'Nirn. 




I Cliff IRoFCS. 


P .\LE l.ttic .Sister of nth red roses, 

^ Wild little Sister of garden queens, 

! .'vrt thou content th.u th) doner unclo'-es 

I Here where the hnd to the ot can leans ’ 

t 

I Tliey. win ;o the lawns arc soft .and shaded. 

I ILdd tl.eir court aiaid eyes that ; 

1 Tlioo by the lone sea livVt, and faded 

I rail thy lea’. Os in die salt eta ’-pra) s. 

I i^inirttn of ctCrj sjoim tbu bh^ters, 

> Cnisisc\! by the inintic atalanrhc. 

’ ISr.iMds sti'l tJiy delicate tbis'crs 

i lacagh fxt'ttt tbit 1 cl and thorny br.ancji 

I N.'.-f;!); may v e kno- of all thou 1 « >.tC3S, 

\ All Jl.st rbc s.*ft vind brings to thee*' 

' Ur>d"r the t TC •»»;> svhtm. thou growe^i 

H'* th'’ sbs| to the CS'cr 
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Art not thou and thy flowers clinging 
Ghosts of man)' a sad farewell, 

J^luttering home from the ships, and bringing 
Tidings for loving hearts to tell ? 


Or art thou, rather, a blithe fore-comer. 

Blown by winds from the homeward ships, 
A kiss, turned flower in the breath of summer, 
A word that has quickened from eager lips ? 

Nay, tliough sweet as the longed-for hour, 

Fair as the face that we yearn to see, 
Nothing thou art but a simple flower, 

Growing where God has planted thee. 

F. W. Bourdillok. 


3froin " Ube 3 fout Bdboes." 

T he roses that in yonder hedge appear 

Outdo our garden-buds which bloom within ; 
But since the hand may pluck them every day, , 
Unmarked they bud, bloom, drop, and drift auay. 

' Jean Ingelow. 



FLOWER AND LEAF. 




ffroin Ube artist." 

T his wild white rose-bud in my hand 
Hath meanings meant for me alone; 
MTiich no one else can understand : 

To you it breathes with alter’d tone: 

How shall I class its properties 
For you ? or its wise whisperings 
Interpret? Other ears and eyes 
It teaches many other things. 

Robert, Lord Lytton. . 

3from “ Soncjs of tbe Summer iHigbt.” 

W oo on, with odour wooing me, 

Faint rose witli fading core ; 

For God’s rose-thought that blooms in thee 
Will bloom for evermore. 

George Mac Donald. 

June IRoscs. 

N o lower, no lower, along the kne ! 

For the pkee it was here, 1 know. 

Where oyer the far meadow’s bloomy wane,. 

. ,Yon rose waves to and fro ; 

■ , , I' remember the curve of the flexile spray 
, And the way these roses grow. 
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’ How they float on the marge of the verdure lush, 
And ruffle to feel the breeze. 

Where they lie full-blown ith a delicate flush ! 

Do you love them most, or these 
Opening coy with a crimson blush, 

Hiding golden hearts for the bees ? 


Do you mind how you bade me cull you a rose ? 

But the spray swam over my head 
With a stress of air, one would say that it knows, 
“ As you breathed the word it fled ; 

With the sister blooms it would fain repose 
Till the gentle leaves be shed ! ” 

“ Little skilled in reading the heart of a flower,” 
Your answering tones I heard ; 

See close to y our hand the pale rose cower 
Lest you take her at her word J ” 

But there fell the first drop of a thunder-shower, 
And the rose it was left and blurred. 


Is it easier now to remember the spot 
Where we paused in the sweet green lane, 
Than to find the warm feeling we soon forgot. 
Left there like the flower to wane? 

She said “There are hearts that blossom not 
Like the roses of June again ! ” 


KoDEN Noel. 




FLOJVrR ANT) LEAF. 



from “Symbols.” 

I WATCHED a rose bud very long 

Brought on by dew and sun and shower, 
Waiting to see the perfect flouer : 

Then, when I thought it should be strong. 

It opened at the matin hour 
And fell at even-song. 

Christina G Rossnrn. 


3From “ Gone foe 3£v>ec.” 


O HAPPY rose-bud blooming 
Upon thy parent tree, 

Nay, thou art too presuming; 

For soon the Eartli entombing 
Thy faded charms shall be. 

And the chill damp consuming. 

Christina G. Rossetti. 


TXbe ‘CClanbcfing Bee. 

A RARE red rose on a terrace grew. 

Entrancing of odour and ripe in hue ; 
A fair white rose to a ruin bent. 

Tender in beauty and soft in scent. 

Ha ha! ha ha! said the wandering bee, 
Which of the roses has honey for me? 
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The rich red rose stands out in her place 
And smiles to the sun w ith a liroad bra\ e face, 
The strong bold breeze comes frolicking there, — 
Lavish her uelcome to sun and to air. 

Ha ha ! ha ha 1 said the wandering bee, 
You are the friend in fine weather for me. 


The sw’ect w'hite rose clings close to the wall, 
Where lovingly eventide sunbeams fall, 

No rash lude storm can rufile her breast, 

Cradled m calmness and perfect rest. 

Ha ha ! ha ha ! said the wandering bee. 
You are tlie friend in rough weather for me, 
Earl of Southesk. 


jDTrom ‘“fl-lot to be." 

T he rose said. “ Let but this long rain be past, 
And I shall feel my sw'cctness in the sun 
And pour its fulness into life at last.’’ 

But when the rain was done, 

But when dawn sp.arkled through unclouded air. 
She was not there. 


Augusta WrnsrrR. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


jfroni “ tEbe JSrt&e of ip<ennacooft.” 

T he garden rose may nchly bloom 
In cultured soil and genial air, 

To cloud the light of Fashion’s room 
Or droop in Beauty’s midnight hair ; 

In lovelier grace to sun and dew 

The sweelbrier on the hillside shows 
Its single leaf and fainter hue, 

Untrained and wildly free, yet still a sister rose. 

J. G. Whittier, 


Snapbragon. 

I AM rooted in a wall 

Of buttress’d tower or ancient hall ; 
Prison’d in an art-wrought bed, 

Cased in mortar, cramped with lead ; 

Of a living stock alone 
Brother of the lifeless stone. 

Else unprized, I have my worth 
On the spot that gives me birth ; 
Nature’s vast and \aried field 
Braver flowers than me will yield, 

Bold in form and rich in hue, 

Children of a purer dew ; 

Smiling lips and winning eyes 
Meet for earthly paradise. 
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Choice are such, — and yet thou knowcst 
Highest he, iriiose Jot is loiresh 
They, pioud hearts, a home reject 
Framed by human architect j 
Be it mine to set restraint 
On roving n ish and selfish plaint ; 

And for man’s drear haunts to leave 
Dewy morn and balmy eve. 

Be it mine the barren stone 
To deck with green life not its own, 

So to soften and to grace 
Of human works the rugged face. 

Mine, the unseen to display 
In the crowded public way, 

Where life’s busy arts combine 
To shut out the Hand Divine. 

Ah ! ho more a scentless flower, 

By approving He.aven’s high power. 
Suddenly my leai'cs exhale 
Fragrance of the Synan gale. 

Ah ! 'tis timely comfort given 
By the answering breath of Heaven ' 

May it be 1 then well might I 
In college cloister live and die. 

Humble — I can bear to dwell 
Near ^lie pale recluse’s cell, 

And I spread my crimson bloom, 
Mingled with the cloister’s gloom. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


Life’s gay gifts and honours rare, 

Flowers of favour ! win and wear ! 

Rose of beauty, be the queen 
In pleasure's ring and festive scene. 

Ivy, climb and cluster, where 
Lordlj oaks vouchsafe a stair. 

Vaunt, fair Lily, stately dame. 

Pride of birth and pomp of name ; 

Miser crocus, starv ed and cold. 

Hide in earth tliy timid gold ; 

Traveled dahlia, freely boast 
Knowledge brought from foreign coast 
Pleasure, wealth, biuh, knowledge, power, 
These have each an emblem flower; 

So for me alone remains 
LoivI) thought and cheerful pams. 


John Henry Newman. 


1 


■^lo a Snowiirop. 

L one Flower, hemmed in with snows and white 
as they, 

But harder far, once more 1 see thee bend 
Thy forehead, as if fearful to offend. 

Like an unbidden guest Though day by day, 
Storms, sail) ing from the mountain-tops, waylay 
The rising sun, and on the plains descend : 

Yet art thou welcome, welcome as a friend 
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- Whose -zeal outruns his promise ! Biue-eyed May 
Shall soon behold this border thickly set 
With bright jonquils, their odours lavishing 
On the soft west-wind and his frolic peers ; 

Nor will I then thy modest grace forget, 

Chaste snowdrop, venturous harbinger of Spring, 
And pensive monitor of fleeting years ! 

William Wordsworth. 


3f I'OlU “ UO 

T he welcome Snowdrop, . . . 

That child of Winter, prompting thoughts that 
climb 

From desolation toward the genial prime. 

William Wordsworth. 


3From “Ubc Snowbrop.” 

W INTER’S gloomy night withdrawing, 
Lo ! the young romantic Hours 
Search the hill, the dale, the lawn, 

To behold the Snow-drop white 
Start to light, 

And shine in Flora’s desert bowers, 

Beneath the vernal davn, 

The ISIorning Star of Flowers. 





i i 

SJiX. 


0 wclcojivi to t'lr j'le, 

1 hoii tncs‘i‘.f)cer «f I'e.M t i 
At 'a1jo-c hc'nidiing Kniilc 
Thir 

KraWum of Innoreni’c and 'Inst!!. 

First-lfom <if Nature*’) nosssb, 

V/Jtcii ''tronj; m reno'.-ated 
S'nc bui'.i’i from Winter'^ tn'uh ; 

1 hy p.".rcni’!> evo h ttlt alstd 
A prccioiK. drop on ll.inc ?!Md, 

I'mtl a*! !\ mother's te.ar 
Upon her inf.int's face. 

When arckni hope to tender fear, 

And anxious !otc, tjivi'? place. 

But, to ! tljc dcuKlrop llils atnav, 

Ttse sun salutes thee svith a my 
W.arm ns a mother's) hiss 
Upon her mfinl'b clicch. 

When the tmart bounds nitli blis^, 

And joy ihnt cannot spen’a 
—When 1 meet dice by tlsc nny, 

Like .1 pretty sportive child, 

On the nintcr-nasted «nd, 

Witlt thy darling breeae at play, 

Opening to the radiant sky 
All the sweetness of thine eye ; 

— O bright with sunbeams, fresh with showers, 
O thou Fairy Queen of flowers I 
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Watch thee' o’er the plain, advance 
'■ At the head of Flora’s dance ; 

. ‘.Simple'Show-drop, then in thee 
^ All thy sister-train I see ; 

- . Ev'erj’ brilliant bud that blows, 

From the blue-bell to the rose ; 

• , . All the beauties that appear 
. On, the bosom of the year, 

' All that wreathe the locks of Spring, 

, Summer’s ardent breath perfume, 

Or on the lap of Autumn bloom, 

^ — ^All to thee their tribute bring, 

, Exhale their incense at thy shrine, 

— Their hues, their odours, all are thine. 
For wfrrfe thy hcmiWo fyrai I vfewj 
The Muse’s keen prophetic sight 
Brings fair Futurity to light. 

And Fancy’s magic makes the vision true. 

. — There is Winter in my soul. 

The winter of despair ; 1 

O when shaU Spring ite rage control ' ' - 
When shall the Snow-drop blossom th’efe? 

■ Gold gleams of comfort sometimes dart , • 

; Adawnofgloryjon my heart,;-' , . . ' 

-■ But quickly ^Mss away:" 

- ,; Thus Northern lights, the'gibom' adorn,' V '• 
. And give'thfe' promise, of -a morn 


FLOWER AND LfLAF. . 

That never turns to day ! 

— But, hark ! methinks I hear 
A small still whisper in my ear ; 

" Rash youth, repent ; 

Afflictions, from above, 

Are angels sent 
On embassies of love. 

A fiery’ legion at thy birth. 

Of chastening woes were given 
To pluck the flowers of hope from eartl), - 
And plant them high 

O’er yonder sky, ' 

Transform’d to stars, — and fix’d in heaven.” ' • ^ 

James Mox'TGO.MiiRv. 


Uo tbc Snowbrop. 

RETl'Y firstling of the year i 
' Herald of the host of flowers ! 

■ 'Hast thou left thy cavern drear, 

-In’ the hope of summer hours! 

; . Back into thy earthern bowers 1 
" . Back to thy warm world below ; ' > , • 
: ■ ';'Till the strength of suns and showers 

'-..Quell the no\y relentless‘'snow ! - ' 
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Art still here? — Alive? and blithe, — 
Though the stormy Night hath fled, 
And the Frost hath passed his scythe 
O’er thy small unsheltered head? 
Ah ! — some lie amidst the dead, 
(Many a giant stubborn tree. 

Many a plant, its spirit shed), 

That were better nursed than thee 1 


MTiat hath saved thee? Thou wast not 
’Gainst the arrowy winter furred. 
Armed in scale — but all forgot 
When the frozen winds were stirred. 
Nature, who doth clothe the bird, 
Should have hid thee in the earth, 

Till the cuckoo’s song was heard. 

And Spring let loose her mirth. 


Nature, — deep and mystic word ! 

Mighty mother, still unknown ! 
Thou didst sure the Snowdrop gird 
With an armour all thine own ! 
Thou, who sent'st it forth alone 
To the cold and sullen season, , 

(Like a thought at random thrown), 
Sent it thus for some grave reason ! 
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If ’twerc but to pierce the wnd ■ ’ 

With a single gentle thought, 

shall deem thee harsh or blind? 

Who that thou hast vainly wrought? 

Hoard the gentle virtue, caught 
• From the Snowdrop — reader wise ! 

Good is good, Avherever taught. 

On the ground, or in the skies ! 

B. W. Procter. 


3From “Ho tbe Snowbrop.” 

''T^HOU first-born of the year’s delight, 
X Pride of the dewy glade, 

, ' In vernal green and virgin white, 

Thy vestal robes, array’d : 

’Tis not because thy drooping form 
Sinks graceful on its nest, 

■WTira chilly shades from gathering storm 
' ■ Affright thy tender breast ; 


' - , Nor for yon river islet wild’ 



Beneath the, willow spray, " ; . 

Where, like the ringlets, of a' child, ' 
'Thou wcav’st thy circle, gay j'. ' , 



O; J 



'Tis nol for these I love tiice dear~ 

TJiy shy averted smiles 
To Taney bode a joj'ous year, 

One of Life's fair}' isles. 

They twinkle to the wintry moon, 

And cheer the ungenial day, 

And tell us, all will glisten soon 
As green and bright as the}'. 

l.s there a heart that loves the spring, 

Their witness can refuse ? 

Yet mortals doubt, when angels bring 
■ Front heaven their Easter news. 

John KitBLC. 


3from “t!:bc Snowbrop fn tbe Snow/' 

T hou should'st Imve noble destiny, who, 'like 
A Prophet, ait shut out from kind and kin: 

> Who on the winter silence comest in i 
A still small voice. Pale Plerrait of the year, 
Flower of the wilderness ! oh, not for thee 
The jocund pkayniates of the maiden spring. 

For when slie danceth forth w-ith cymballed feet, 
Waking a-sudden' with great welcoming. 
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Each calling each, they burst from hill to dell -. . , ^ 
Jn answering music. But thou art a bell, , - 
A passing bell, snow muffled, dim and sweet. 

As is the Poet to his fellow-men, , 

So, mid thy drifting snows, O Snowdrop, Thou. 
Gifted) in sooth, beyond them, but no less , > 

. A snowdrop. And thou shalt complete his lot 
And bloom as fair as now when thou art not 
. Thou art the wonder of the seasons, O 
Pirst-born of Beauty. As the Angel near 
Gazed on that first of linng things which, when 

• The blast that ruled since Chaos o’er the sere 

• Leaves of primeval palms did sweep the plain, 
Clung to the new-made sod and would not drive, 
•So gaze I upon thee amid the reign 

Of Winter. And because thou livest, I live. 

.> And art thou happy in thy loneliness? 

V.'Oh couldst thou hear the shouting of the floods, 
.‘Oh couldst thou know the stir among the trees 
Whto — as the herald-voice of breeze on breeze 
-Proclaims the marriage pageant of the Spring 
, ■ Advancing from the south — each hurries on 
; His wedding-garment, and the love chimes ring 
nuptial valleys ! No, serene and lone, . 

■'. I will not flush thy cheek with joys like these. 

Songs for the rosy moroing ; at grey prime 
..Td'hang the head and pray. Thou doest well. 

- i-.wUl not tell thee of the bridal train. 
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No j let thy Moonlight die before their day 
A Nun among the Maidens, thou and they. 

Each hath some fond sweet office that doth strike 
One of our trembling heartstrings musical. 

Is not the hawthorn for the Queen of May ? 

And cuckoo-flowers for whom the cuckoo’s voice 
Hails, like an answering sister, to the woods ? 

Is not the maiden blushing in the rose? 

Shall not the babe and buttercup rejoice. 

Twins in one meadow 1 Are not violets all 
By name or nature for the breast of Dames? 

For them the primrose, pale as star of prime, 

For them the wind-flower, trembling to a sigh, 

For them the dew stands in the eyes of day 
That blink in April on the daisied lea? ^ 

Like them they flourish and like them they fade. 

And live beloved and loving. But for thee — 

For such a bevy how art thou arrayed, 

Flow er of the Tempests ? What hast thou With them? '' 
Thou shalt be pearl unto a diadem 
Which the Heavens jewel. Thty shall deck the 
brows 

Of joy and wither there. But thou shalt be 
A Martyr’s garland. Thou who, undismayed, ^ 

To thy spring dreams art true amid the snows 
As he to better dreams amid the flames. 

Sydney Dobell 
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3froHt “ St Hsnes.” 


M A.KE thou my spirit pure and clean 
As are the frosty skies, 

Or this first snowdrop of the year 
That in my bosom lies. 


TennVSON. 


W HITE thoughts we bring 
Of rvakmg Spring, 

And happy bird 
To music stirred. 

Sweet thoughts we raise, 

Of those white days, * 

When Mary mild 
Pre.sents her child. 

High thoughts we tell 
With, treuxblmg bell — 

Earth’s Easter day. 

Saints’ nhite array. 
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Glad thoughts are oujs 
Of angel-bowers, 

Where sons of light 
Shall walk in tvhite. 

' Richard Wilton. 


‘ Ubc Sunflowct, 

E agle of flowers l I see thee stand, 

And on, the sun’s noon-glory gaze : 

With eye like his, thy lids expand 

And fringe their disk with golden rays : 

'Though fix’d on earth, in darkness rooted there. 

Light is thine element, thy dwelling air. 

Thy prospect heaven. 

' So would mine eagle-soul descry, 

Beyond the path where planets run. 

The light of immortality, 

The splendour of creation’s sun ; • 

Though sprung from earth, and hastening to the tomb, 
In hope a flower of paradise to bloom, 

I look to heaven. 

James Montgomery. 

i 
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front " Ubc Ubistle.” 

5 '^WAS long after the grass and the flowers, one 
X day, 

That there came straggling along the way 
A little traveller, somewhat late. 

Tired he was and down he sat 
In a ditch by the road, where he tried to nestle 
Out of the dust and the noontide heat 
Poor little vagabond wayside thistle ' 

In the ditch was his only safe retreat. 

Flung out of the field as soon as found there, 

And banisht the garden, where should he stay ? 
Wherever he roam’d, still Fortune frown’d there 
And wherever he settled, spurn’d him aw'ay. 


At sunrise he woke; and he still was there 
In the bright grass, breathing the balmy air. 
He stretch’d his limbs, and he shook off the dust. 
And he wash’d himself in the morning dew ; 
And, opening his pedlar’s pack, out thrust 
A spruce little pair of leaflets new ; 

And made for himself a fine white ruff, 

About his neck to wear ; 

And pruned and polish’d his prickles tough ; 

And put on a holiday air. 





I . ' ^ So all tlie, flowers oif the field were alive in one : 

L - - And the glow of his sheen, and the gloss of his 
i-,‘ down,,'; - • 

, ' Were as jewels dead queens have confided alone 

To the craftsman who fashions them all to a crown, 
-For each hope in the heart of the poor plant hidden, 

' ;Eacli' vision of bliss and of beauty, luirst, 
i With a passion by Prejudice check’d and chidden, 

I ' For a life by the fiat of Fortune curst, 

Rushing forthwith into rich reality, 

' \ Fiir.d the cup of a quenchless thirst 

■ Fill it flow’d with exuberant prodigality, 

And his long-pent life into blossom hurst. 

: A single blossom ; but statelier far, 

And fairer, than many a million are, ■ 

' : ' ■ Robert, Lord Lytton.- 


‘iTbc 2Lonc 'tTbovn. 

B RNEATH the scant shade of an aged thorn, , ■ 

’ Silvered with age, and mos^’ with decay, ■ ; ' 
stqoch'and there bethought me of its mom .. '■ 

V . ;• Of verdant lustyhbod,' long passed away ; ' , ■ ; j- ' , 
Ofits meridiah'Hdgouf, noiy outworn', . ' 'A : : • ' 

i ' By cankering years, and byitlie tempest’s sway ‘ 
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, -Bared to the pitying glebe. — Companionless, ' . ' , 

/, - ' . Stands the gray thorn complaining to the rvind— '■ > . 

- ' Of all the old wood’s leafy loveliness - ‘ ' ,>• 

j • ‘ ' The sole memorial that lags behind ; ■ . - ■ 

" - ,;Tts compeers perished in their youthfulness, . ’• 

1 , Though round the larch their roots seem’d firmly - 
twined ; • ' 

How sad it is to be so anchored here ' - J - ' 

As to outlive one’s mates, and die without a tear ' ' 

William Motherwell: '--'/-I 


jfroin “Ube Tlbistlc." 

I T was a thorn 

And it stood forlorn 
In the burning sunrise land : 

A blighted thorn, 

And at eve and mom 
Thus it sigh’d to the desert sand — 

“ Every flower 
By its beauty’s power 
With a crown of glory is croivii’d. 


“ Tso croim have I 
For a crown I sigh, 

For a crown I have not found. 
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“ A crowTi ! a crown ! 

A croTO of mine own, 

To wind m a maiden’s hair ! ” 

^ Sad thorn, why grieve ? 

Tiiou a crown shalt weave, 

But not for a maiden to wear. 

That crown shall shine 
When all crowns save thine. 

With the glory they gave, are gone : 

For thou, my thorn, 

Thy crown shall be w'orn 
By the King of Sorrows alone 

Robert, Lord Lviton. 


‘JCbe Urafling Brbutns. 

I WANDERED lonely where the pine trees made 
Against the bitter east their barricade, 

And, guided by its sweet 
I’erfume, I found, within a narrow' dell. 

The trailing spring-flower tinted like a shell 

Amid drj' leaves and mosses at my feet 



From under dcnd boughs, for whose loss the pshos - - 
Moaned ceaseless overhead, the blossoming vines 


Lifted ihcir glad surprise, . ' ■ 

While )’et the bluebird smoothed in leafless trees' ,\1 
His feathers rufilcd by the chill sea-breere, . • ' . , 

And snow-drifts lingered under April skies. •' . . • 

As, pausing, o’er the lonely flower I bent, . 

] thought of lives more loneh’, clogged and pent, ■ 
Which yet find room, , 

Through care and cumber, coldness and decay, , 

To lend a sweetness to the ungenial day, 

And make the sad earth happier for their sake. 

JOll.N- GREENLJtVK WHirTIEIl. ■ 


jfroni ©11 l 3 fs /Distress, tbe Queen of 
JBobeinia," 

Y ou violets that first appear, 

By your pure purple mantles knotvn, 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 

As if the spring were all your own ; 

. UTiat are you when the rose is blotvn? 

' ' ' ' Sir Henry W'oaTON-, 
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Uo IJXolets. 

W ELCOME, maids of honour, 

You do bring 
In the spring, 

And wait upon her. 

Slie has virgins many. 

Fresh and fair; 

Yet you are 
More sweet than any. 

You're the maiden posies ; 

And so graced, 

To be placed 
'Fore damask roses. 

— Yet, though thus respected, 

By and by 
Ye do lie. 

Poor girls, neglected. 

Robert Herrick. 


IDfoIetB. 

B eautiful are yon in your lowliness ; 

Bright in your hues, delicious in your scent ; 
Lovely your modest blossoms, downward bent. 

As shrinking from our gaze, yet prompt to bless 
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■'':W 


The pa«cr bv TOth fragrance, snd express 
How gTaccfu!5y, though mutely eloquent. 

Are unobstnvsis-c worth, and meek toutent, , ' V ■ 
Rejoicing in their own obscure recess. , 
Delightful flowerets ! at the voice of Spring - 

Your buds unfolded to its .sunbeams bright j ^ ‘ 

And though your blossoms soon shall fade from sight, 
Above your lowly birthplace birds shall sing, - 
And from your clust’ring leaves the glow-worm fling. 
The emerald glory of its earth-born light. ' ■ 

Berkaud BarTok. 



uDc Ufolct 

I LOVE all things the seasons bring, 
-Ail buds that open, birds that sing, 

. All hues, from white to jet ; 

All the sweet words that Summer sends, 
Vflieh she recalls her flowery friends. 

Bill chief— the Violet ! 

. 1 love, how much I love the rose, . 

On -whose soft tips the South-wind blotra, 
\ -.In pretty amorous threat; ' > 

The Jily, paler than the moon, . v . 

The odorous -vvondrons world of June, - 
/ . Vet more— -the Afrolet 1 ’ ' ■' ^ 



IND/VIOUAL FLOWERS. 



She comes, the first, the fairest thing 
That Heaven upon the eartli doth fling, 
Ere Winter’s star has set : 

She dwells beneath her leafy screen, 
And gives, as Angels givt^ unseen, 

So, love — the Violet. 


What modest thoughts the Violet teaches. 

What gracious boons the Violet preaches. 

Bright Maiden, ne’er forget ! 

But learn, and love, and so depart, 

And sing thou, with thy wiser heart, 

" Long live the Violet ! " 

B. W. Procter. 


®ii a jfaacD Dlolet. 

T he colour from the flower is gone, 

Which like thy sweet eyes smiled on me j J 
The odour from the flow'er is flmvn, 

Which breathed of thee and onl}" thee. 

,A withered, lifeless, vacant form, i_. 

It lies on my abandoned breast, • 

And mocks the heart which yet is warm 
With cold and silent rest. 
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I weep — my tears revive it not ; 

/' , I sigh — it breathes no more on me ; 

.Its mute and uncomplaining lot 
I^ such as mine should be. 

' ' ' Percv Bvsshe Shelixv. 


■ , tiibe fellow Dlolet. 

W HEN.'beechen buds begin to swell, 

And woods the blue-birds’ warble know, 
The yellows filet’s modest bell 

Peeps from the last year’s leaves below. 


Ere russet fields ;their green resume, 
Sweet flower, I.ltpve, in forest bare, 

To meet thee, when' thy faint perfume 
Alone IS in the virg/n air. 

Of all her train, the hands’of Spring 
First plant thee in the water^v mould, 
And I have seen thee blossomiha; 

Beside the snow-bank’s edges cold. 

Thy parent sun, who bade thee 
; Pale skies, and chilling moisture sipX 
Has bathed thee in his own bright hue,\ 
^ And streaked with jet thy’ glowing lip. 
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Yet slight thy form, and low thy seat, 

And earthward bent thy gentle eye. 

Unapt the passing view to meet, 

When loftier flowers are flaunting nigh. 

Oft, in the sunless April day. 

Thy early smile has stayed my walk ; 

But ’midst the gorgeous blooms of May, 

1 passed thee on thy humble stalL 

So they, who climb to wealth, forget 
The friends in darker fortunes tried. 

I copied them — but I regret 
That I 'should ape the ways of pride. 

And when again the genial hont 
Awakes the painted tribes of light, 

I'll not o’erlook the modest flower 
That made the woods of April bright. 

William Cullen BRyAN'i. 


IDfoIet 

W HEN fancy wall continually rehearse 

Some painful scene once present to the eye, 
’Tis well to mould it into gentle verse. 

That it may lighter on the spirit lie. 
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Home yester-eve 1 wearily letumed, _ ' , ' .i 

Though bright my morning mood and short my way, - 
But sad experience, in one moment earned, ■; ■ , ■; 

Can crush the heaped enjoj'ments of the day. ^ 

Passing the comer of a populous street, 

I marked a girl whose wont it was to stand, ' . 

With pallid cheek, tom gown, and naked feet, 

And bunches of fresh Violets in each hand. 

There her small commerce in the chill INIarch weather , - 
She plied with accents miserably mild ; , 

It was a frightful thought to set together 

Those healthy blossoms and that fading child : — , • 

Those luxuries and largess of the earth. 

Beauty and pleasure to the sense of man, -t . ’ 

And this poor sorry weed cast loosely forth 

On Life’s wild waste to struggle as it can I , ' . 

.‘ To we that odorous purple ministers ' ' 

Hop®-bcaring memories and inspiring glee, . ' 

• •;TVhiIe meanest images alone are hers, '' ■ ’ 

' .The sordid wants of base huitianity.' ■ • - ‘ 

- . Hunk' after all this lapse of hungry hours, 

- • ' In 'the disfamished chamber of dim cold,-. - V ' - , r . 

■ ' ' How she.must loathe the vety* scented flowers.- ; , • ; 

; Tliat on’the squalid tablclic unsold ' 
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Rest on youf woodland banks and wither there, 
Sweet preluders of Spring 1 far better so, 

Than live misused to fill the grasp of care, 

And serve the piteous purposes of woe. 

Ye are no longer Nature’s gracious gift, 

Yourselves so much and harbingers of more, 

But a most bitter irony to lift 

The veil that hides our vilest mortal sore. 

Lord Houghton. 


Song. 

V IOLETS, shy violets ! 

How many hearts with thee compare ! 
Who hide themselves in thickest green, 
And thence unseen, 

Ravish the enraptured air 

With sweetness, dewy fresh and rare t 

Violets, shy violets ! 

Human hearts to me shall be 
Viewless violets in the grass, 

' And, as I pass. 

Odours and sweet imagery 

Will wait on mine and gladden me ! 

George Mfredith. 


FLOWER AND LEAF. 


^be Diolet anb tbc IRosc. 

T he violet invited m)' kiss — 

I kissed it, and called it my bride ; 

“ Was ever one slighted like this ? ” 

Sighed the Rose as it stood by my side. 

My heart ever open to grief, 

To comfort the fair one I turned ; 

“ Of fickle ones thou art the chief ! ” 

, Frown’d the Violet, and pouted, and mourned. 

Then to end all disputes, I entivined 
The love-stricken blossoms in one ; 

But tliat instant their beaut)' declined, 

And I wept for the deed I had done ! 

Joseph Skipsev. 


trbc Dlolct anb tbe iRosc. 

T he violet in the wood, that’s sweet to-day. 
Is longer sweet than roses of red Juno ; 
Set me sweet violets along my way, 

And bid the red rose (lower, but not too Soon. 


eta 
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All violet, ah rose, why not the two? 

Why bloom not all fair Howers the whole year^ 

through ? 

Why not the two, young violet, ripe rose? 

Why dies one’s sweetness when another blows? 

AUGUSl-A WnBSTLK. 


jfi-oin “'JTlJC mallflower." 

T o me it speaks of loveliness 

That passes not ivith youth ; 
Of beauty which decay can bless, 
Of constancy and truth. 


Not in prospciity’s bright morn. 

Its streaks of golden light 
Are lent her siilendours to adorn. 
And make them still more bright; 


But in adversity’s dark hour. 

When glory is gone by ; 

It then exerts its gentle power 
The scene to beautify. 

lovely 

My minstrel theme for this ; . 

Thy birthplace has a charm for me, 

Beyond the bowers of bliss. 




To me thy site disconsolate. 
On turret, wall, or tower. 


Makes thee appear misfortune’s mate, 

And desolation’s dower. 

Thou ask’st no kindly cultur’d soil^ 

Thy natal bed to be ; 

Thou need’st not man’s officious toil 
To plant or water thee. 

Sown by the rvinds, thou meekly rear’st, 

On ruin’s crumbling crest, 

Thy fragile form, and there appear’st. 

In smiling beauty drest 

There, in thy bleak and earthless bed. 

Thou brav’st the tempest’s strife ; 

And giv’st, what else were cold and dead, 

A lingering glow of life. 

BER^JARI> Barton. 


'Daall=^3flowers, 

W HERE the wall-flowers grow, 
Many come and go ; 

Rich and poor men pass, 

Lover, too, and lass ; ' . • . 

Children at their play. 

Heads careworn and gray. 
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Nought of all that go 
Do the wall-flowers know ; 
Yet their perfumes reach 
To the heart of each, — 
Win one moment's share 
In each passer there. 


Droop thy head, and go, 

Poet, from the show ; 
hlan thou art, not flow er, 

Decade Iiv’st, not hour. 

Reason hast, and will, 

Sympathy and skill. 

Yet what canst thou knmv 
hlore of all that go ? 

Could thy verse but reach 
To the heart of each. 

As the wall-flower’s scent. 

What w ere thy content ! 

F. W. BOURDILLON. 


-ITbe 'CiIlater=3LiIs. 



H ! beautiful thou art. 

Thou sculpture-like and stately river-queen! 


Crowning the depths,^ as with the light serene 
Of a pure heart 
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Bright lil> of the rv-ave! 

Rising m fearless grace with every swell, 

Thou seem’st as if a spirit meekly brave 
Dwelt in thy cell. 

Lifting ahke thy head 

Of placid beauty, feminine yet free. 

Whether n ith foam or pictured azure spread 
The waters be. 

What is like thee, fair flower, 

The gentle and the firm? thus bearing up 
To the blue sky that alabaster cup, 

As to the shoner.. 

Oh ! love is most like thee, 

The love of woman 1 quivering to the blast 
Through every nerve, yet rooted deep and fast, 
’Midst life's dark sea. 

And faith — 0, is not faith 
Like thee, too, lily, springing into light 
Still buoy antly, abo\ e the billows’ might. 
Through the storm’s breath ? 

Yes, link'd with such high Otought, 

Tloner, let tliine image in my bosom lie ! 

Till something there of its own purity 
And peace be wrought : 



I^^DIVIDUAL FLOWERS. 



Something yet more tltvine 

Than the clear, pearly, virgin lustre shed 

Forth from tiiy breast upon the river’s bed, 

As from a shrine. 

Flucja D. IIemans. 


SoUtubc anb tbc XUg. 

Thl Lily. 

I BEND above the moving stream, 

And see myself m my own dream, — 
Hearen passing, while I do not pass. 
Something divine pertains to me, 

Or I to It , — reality 
Escapes me on this liquid glass. 

SoLtTUDn. 

The changeful clouds that float or poise on high 
Emblem earth’s night and day of history — 
Renewed for ever, ever more to die. 

Thy life-dream is thy fleeting loveliness 5 
But mine is concentrated consciousness — 

A life apart from pleasure or distress. 

The grandeur of the whole 
Absorbs my soul. 

While my caves sigh o’er human littleness. 
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Thc Lily. 

Ah, Solitude 1 

. Of warble Silence fit abode, — 

I do prefer my fading face, 
iMy loss of loveliness and grace, 

With cloud-dreams ever in my view; 

Also the hope that other ejes 
May share my rapture in the skies, 

And, if illusion, feel it true, 

RiCUATtD HEHGIST HORNE. 


3fi*om “first Sun&as after Epipbang.” 

S EE the soft green vv illovv springing 
Where the waters gently pass. 

Every way her free arms flinging 
O’er the moist and reedy grass 
Long ere winter blasts are fled. 

See her tipp’d with vernal red. 

And her kindly flow er display’d 
Ere her leaf can cast a shade. 

Though the rudest hand assail her, 

Patiently she droops awhile, 

But when showers and breezes hail her. 

Wears again her willing smile. 
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Thus I learn contentment’s power 
From the slighted willow bower, 

Ready to give thanks and Iito 
O n the least that Heaven may give. 

John Keble. 


tCbc Millow, 

> 

Or Rose-prop. 

H OW shall 1 hew thee down, thou mighty bower? 

My summer-tent, my waving canopy? 

I love too well thy lithe submissive power. 

Thy silver beauty is too dear to me ; 

At first, thou wert a little rose’s prop, 

A new'-cut willow wand, th<at did’st o’erbear 
Thy tiny nursling-plant ; ive took no care 
To check thee, nor thy lavish growth to Iqp, 

For thou art fair as any flower that blows ; 

But though thou art so pleasant to mine eye, 
Methinks, each child of earth some sorrow knows, 
Akin to ours j long since that infant rose 
Droop’d ere its time, and bow’d its head to die, 

While thou hast soar’d aloft, to toss and sigh ! 

Ch^vrles Tennyson Turner. 



Uo tBe Wlftcb lbaseL 


M ysterious plant > whose golden tresses-' ■ 

■ .IVith.a sad beauty in the dying year — 

. Blooming amid November’s frost severe 
■’ .'--Like the pale corpse-light o’er the recent grave ! 

- If shepherds tell us true, thy wood has power, 

'.With gracious influence, to avert the harm 
Of ominous planets, and the fatal charm 
Of spirits wandering at the midnight hour; 

• • ■ And thou can’st point where buried treasures lie. 

.'.’- But. yet to me thou art an emblem high 
: Of/patient virtue, to the Christian given, 

< , Unchanged and bright, when all is dark beside; 

Our shield from wild temptations, and our guide 
-To. treasures for the just laid up in Heaven. 

' Anon. 
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A 1)66 crept round my sun-Vikc marigold . . i6t 

A flower was growing alone . . ■ S 7 

A gatliered flower is but a fading tiling . » 47 

A little dust the summer breeze . . .142 

A primrose by a river’s brim . . . 177 

A rare red rose on a terrace grew . . 206 

A robin perched upon a bough . . . 131 ' 

A rose once grew within . . . . 19S 

A rose, as fair as ever saw the North . . 183 

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever . . 105 

A trodden Daisy, from the sward . . . 119' 

AD things decay with time : The forest sees . 164 

Alone on the slope of the mountain it grew . 75 

Apple blossoms, full of gladness ... 70 

Around me cluster quaint cloud-berry flowers . 93 

Art thou a tj-pe of beauty, or of power . . 170 

As when some erring child may see . . 4S 

Beautiftil are yon, in your lowliness . . 227 

Behold, O man 1 that toilsome pains dost take - 2 ' 

Beneath the scant shade of an aged thorn . 223 

Blossom of the almond trees ... 63 

Bright ‘Flower ! whose home is everywhere . 112 
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Bright-hearted with a golden dream ' . . 125 

Bring flowers, young flowers, for the festal board 1 8 

By scattered rocks and turbid waters shining . 144 

Chickweed ! will no one sing thee ? Like thy bard 91 
Chide me not, laborious band ... 73 

Consider . . . . . .159 


Day-stars ! that ope your frownlcss eyes to twinkle 12 
Dear common flower, that grotrist beside the way 126 
Dear friend, lo\ e well the Flow ers 1 Flowers are 


the sign ..... 14 

Desolate tree ! why are thy branches bare ? , 29 

Eagle of flowers 1 I see thee stand . . 221 

Fade, flowers, fade ; nature will have it so . 5 

Fair Daffodils, we weep to see . . . 103 

Fair flower, that oft in lowly glade . . 154 

Fair flower, that shun’st the glare of day . . 132 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree ... 4 

Farewell, ye pensh’d flowers . , . ' 23 

Fast fall the leaves ; this never says . . 10 

Flower of starry clearness bright . , . 64 

Flower, that with thy silken tapestry . . 52 

Flow'ers of the field, how meet ye seem . . 22 

Flowers preach to us if we will hear . . 33 

Flowers to the fair : to you these flowers I bring 8 
Flowers ! when the Saviour’s calm benignant eye J58 
Flowers ! wintry flowers ! — the child is dead . j 17 
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds — 132 
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s ■ Frqvn. this Heeding hand of mine 

- "Full many a flower is born to blush unseen 

' ^,'Gathcrycfosebudswhileyemay 

, ' - Go.'lorcly rose ! .... 

God might have bade the c.anh bring forth 
■■ 'Green tliou art, obscurely green . 

■' ■’ He only fair, and what he f.tir bath made 
' : How much of memor)- dwells amidst thy bloom 
How shall a little weed grow 
‘How shall I hew thee down, thou mighty bower 

■ "How swt:cl it tis'd to be, when Apnl first 

; •„! I ain rooted in a wall 

, J bend above the moving stream . 

■ - . 'I have a love for flowers . 
i .',1 have wandered far to-d.ay 

*. ■ I Imdw what the forest s.iiih 

• riearnt n lesson ftoui the flowers to-d.ay : — 

. - 1 Inyc' all tilings ihc sc.asons bring 

■ r I ptucted A horeyswchle where . 

- - ' I twined nK'iind my true Jove's bri,w 

■ y Fve loved ihce well, IVc !ov<-d fhte lung 
r. /.T walked in the joyous moniing . 

I;.,.' 1 war.tk.'ed lonely at a -cloud 
1 1 trantlsred ionely where the pine trees made 

, ' I'wa'va yi’rur.g fair tree . , ' , 

1 watched :i very Jong . 

^ I ■ '-'I west tnst into the wi«f;d night 
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Jn May, uhen sea-vincls pierced our solitudes . i8i 

In scarlet dusters o’er the grey stone u-all . 74 

In wliat deliglitful land .... 26 

It is a lesson sad and true ... 28 

It is not growing like a tree . , -153 

It is written on the rose .... 392 

It was a thorn ..... 224 

Lady, beyond the wide Atlantic main . . 94 

Laurel is the sign of labour crown’d . . 152 

Let Bvirns and old Chaucer unite , . . 135 

Let sages with superfluous pains ... 6 

Lone Flower, hemmed in with snows and white as 

they ...... 230 

Look at this delicate plant that lifts its head from 

the meadow ..... 93 

Look how the flower which lingeringly doth fade 3 
Loveliest of lovely things are they . . 392 

Majestic plant ! such fairy dreams as lie . . 329 

Make thou my spirit pure and dean . , -220 

hlild offspring of a dark and sullen sire ! . . 377 

Mountain gorses, ever-golden . . . 139 

hlysterious plant whose golden tresses wave . 242 

Nay ! but thou a spirit art . . .159 

No lower, no lower, along the lane 1 . . < 204 

No — no — my love is no rose . . . 147 

Not a beauty blows, . . ... '8 

Not to cold-hearted weary care ... 97 
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Not violets I gave tny love . • ‘ 

Now when the primrose makes a splendid show, " 


O happy rose-bud blooming . * 

O happy singers, and happy song 
O happy tree 

O how much more doth beaut)' beauteous seem 
O love-star of the unbelovcd March 
O reader ! hast thou ever stood to see 
O rose, who dares to name thee? . 

Of all the grace that nature flings 
Oh ! beautiful thou art . 

Oh tender leaves and flowers 


Pale little sister of rich red roses . 

Pale symbols of our mortal end . 

Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies . 

Pass, falling rose ! . 

Pluck not the eglantine * 

. Poor Peggy hawks nosegays from street to street 
Pretty firstling of the year ! . . . 


Quiet children of the garden , ' . 

Red roses, used to praises long 
Rose of the desert ! thou art to Yne 
Rusted are the golden leaves .■ • . 

' Sadly I waikt within the field , , 

Sad May flowere ! watched by.'winter stars 
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Sec tlie soft green willow springing 

Sin'^ ye dirges for the flowers? • 

Soclten,i.ts^sttl.yl^^^^^^ 

Stop', taste the bnltny essence Of this 

Sweet are the Daisies that begem • 

sUkEglantinepvhosefragr.^- 

’nut lings"; the • 

Let rose, whose hue angry and brave 
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240 

58 
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IS3 

32 

123 

■149 

119 

130 
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156 

180 


Take hut the humblest hly of the fiel • 

That delicate forest flower • 

The April air is „ain, let other fingers 

The choicest buds m ^ ^ ^ 

twine . • . 

The colour ^ L.e the frost • 

The elm lets fall Its .^eir tiring rooms 

Theflowersbelowarein^en^^J _ 

The garden g -.ng so lately wove . 

The garlands fade Uiat^'S^^.^^ _ . 

The last years j jjiy flower 

The lingering perfm . 

The little daisy keep earth - 

The loveliest flow e thorn • 

The milk-white blossoms 
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18 

76 

’ V 

77 
229 
172 

60 
208 
9 
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163 
118 
> 16 
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The Palm — the Vine — the Cedar — each hath power 
The pleached bower . . . • 

The rose had been washed, just washed in a shower 
Tlie rose is fragrant, but it fades in time . 

The rose said, “ Let but this long ram be past • 
The roses that in yonder hedge appear . 

The rose that weeps with morning dew . 

The violet in the wood, that’s sweet to-day 
The violet invited my kiss — 

The welcome Snowdrop .... 

There is a flower, a little flower . 

There is a flower, a tiny flower 

There is a Fiow er. the lesser Celandine . 

Tliere is a Reaper, whose name is Death 
There grew a lowly flow'er hy Eden-gatc . 

There grew a poppy in a plot of corn 
There never jet was flower fair in vain . 

These little firs to-day are things . 

They tell us of an Indian tree 
Thine, Autumn, is unwelcome lore 
This rich abundance of the rose, its breath 
This wild white rose-bud in mj' hand 
Thou blossom bright with autumn dew . 

Thou blushing rose, within those virgin leaves . 
Thou fi.rst-horn. of the year’s delight 
Thou know’st hy Neptune's temple close there 
grows ...... 

Thou should’st have noble destiny, who, like 
Thy fruit full well the school-boy knows . 

’Tis a brave tree. While round its boughs in vain 
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303 
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198 
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. ’Tis hers to pluck the .amaranthine flower . 64 

• ’Tis the last rose of summer . . . 18S 

To me it speaks of loveliness . . . 235 

’Twas long after the grass and the flowers, one 

day ...... 222 

Violets, shy violets I ... . 233 

Wee, modest, crimson tipp&d flow’r , . no 

Welcome, maids of honour . . , 227 

Welcome, mild harbinger of Spring . . 95 

What gnarled stretch, what depth of shade, is his ! 167 
What more? we took our Last adieu . . 125 

When becchen buds begin to swell . . 230 

When fancy will continually rehearse . . 231 

When first the teeming world was rife . . 120 

When I have plucked the Rose . . .183 

When the Rose came I loved the Rose . . 200 

When with serious musing I behold . . 160 

When youthful June strews earth with flowers . 78 

Where the wall-flowers grow . . . 236 

Wliite bud, that in meek beauty so dost lean . 155 

White thoughts we bring .... 220 

Who can, unpitying, see the flowery race . 8 

Who wears the Cypress, dark and drear ? , 103 

VTjo would have thought a thing so slight . 67 

Why art thou thus in thy beauty cast . . 20 

Why do ye weep, sweet babes ? can tears . 175 

^Vhy should gentle hearts and true . . 190 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose . ' . 187 
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’ .“"^ ' Y 

rWiia blossoms of the moorlanjd, ye atc STcry“dcaf ? Y-':- '^ •' Y"' 

;, ,''■ tome . ; . , , -. ;- . 4 '’'?i 

,, Winter’s gloomy night tylthdreimg-"' /. - ‘, 7 -’ ; -'‘Wi'Y'ir--' Y 
,\Vith little here to do or see' ; !■ , ‘Vi 

1 ,, Woo oh, with odour wooing me . •. v'—r )• 

j' ^ ' ■' r * ' ^ i> ’’ li't' 

Ye fade, yet still how sw«!t, ye Flowers'!/ /' ,'‘-Yr/ ^ 
/'.Ye field flowers! the gardens eclipse you,- ’tis 

tnie/'j. ‘ jtd:, ',*■,■ ,-5 

[: / ■ Ye living gems of cold and fragrant fire !' . ' - f > 9 ' / 

-.’ Ye may, simper,' blush and smile . . . .' 

t,' ..Yellow,’ yellow Icayes . - . . ; 

>. jYeV, though thms fade . 5l%.' 7 Y' -- 

C' •'.’-You bring me flowers— behold my shaded room . , 1 ; ; ■: 

■■. You jvlolefs that first app^r ' . ' . ' 

■■■ '•’ Young- blossom i delicately pure' and fair , • / iC *3 .'•'// /" 
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